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Monsieur Santa Claus 
by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters ANDRE (Sifting up and staring in dis- 
ANDRE, an exchange student from France belief at the book): No! No! This 
MM Sutton, a hostess cannot be! Nevair! Nevair! Nevair! 
BINKY SuTron, her younger sister Ket ees too much! I would disgrace 
Jay, Mim’s boy friend myself! (Closes book with a bang, 
Mr. Surron rises, and slams boo!: on sofa. Thrusts 
Mrs. SuTTON hands in pockets, and strides about 
BEV the room.) A surprise party! That 
STEVE ees all I need! [ could nevair go 
Dororuy | through wis eet. Nevair! (As he 
DAVE strides up and down stage, he collides 
tuTH ( eam with BiInky who enters with a pile of 
KEN | packages. ) 
FAYE | Binky (As packages spill): Oops! 
PRANK  } Watch what you’re dbing, Andre. 
2 Detivery Boys ANDRE: So sorry, Binky. Permit me 
Time: A few days before Christmas. (Stoops to pick up packages) 
Settinc: The Sutton living room. A Binky (Crossly as she also scrambles for 
Christmas tree stands in one corner, packages): You've done enough harm 
and the room is decorated for Christ- I’|l pick them up myself. What are 
mas. you doing in here, anyhow, at thi 
Ar Rise: ANbRE ts stretched flat on his time? I didn’t know you were home. 
stomach on the sofa, reading a book. (Collects packages and puts them 
The radio is playing Christmas carols. under trce) 





ANDRE: I was reading. 
must tell me somesing. 
of her wrist.) 

Binky: Don’t be so mysterious. What 
do you want to know? 

ANDRE (Pulling her over to sofa and 
picking up book): It’s this... this... 
how you say? This annual. This 
yearbook from zee last term. Look. 
Here ees picture. Underneath it 
say: “Santa Claus stages surprise 
party at home of Foreign Exchange 
Student.”” Binky, there ees some- 
sing going on here tonight. I feel eet. 
Ket ees in 
hush-hush! 
mysterveur. 


Binky, you 
(Grabs hold 


zee air. Everysing so 


So-- how you say 

Binky: Andre, you’re just getting all 
steamed up over nothing. Where did 
you get hold of that yearbook any- 
way? 

ANDRE: In zee bookcase. [| was looking 
at it to take my mind off Christmas. 

Binky: To take your mind off Christ- 
mas! Why, Andre, I can hardly 
wait for Christmas. Think of all the 
plans we’ve made. The fun we'll 

And your first Christmas in 

America! 


have! 


ANDRE: Ees also first Christmas away 
from home! (Turning aside) Every- 


where I go ees Christmas. Zee 
streets all decorated! Zee store 


windows, since Halloween! Zee pro- 
grams at school! 
trees for sale! 


Zee Christmas 

Zee carols on zee 
radio! I have all zee time zee lump 
in zee throat! 

Binkxy: I know how you feel, Andre, 
especially about the carols. (Turning 
off radio) 1 can get pretty lumpy 
over Silent Night even right here at 
home. 


to 


Anpr:: And now this, this I read in zee 
yearbook. Please, Binky, if there 
ees surprise party, tell me. How you 
say — tip me off. 

Binky: You know those snooty seniors 
wouldn’t tell me anything if they 
could help it. Remember I’m only a 
Freshman. According to Mim I’m 
much too young to take part in any 
of their affairs. Take the Holly Hop 
for example. I’m not even supposed 
to be old enough to go to that. 

AnpbreE: Binky, you are what you call 
“stalling.” Ees not Holly Hop we 
talk about. Kes surprise party. Now 
come on. You are my friend, n’est 

When I first come here, you 
say we stick together. on 
now, tell me what you know about 
this party. 

Binky: But, Andre, | can’t do that. 
The kids will kill me. (Claps hand 
over her mouth) 

Axpre (Triumphantly): Then there 
ees surprise party, like in zee year- 
book! 

BINKY: 


ce pas? 


(‘ome 


Andre, I didn’t say that. 
You’re just guessing. (Catching hold 
of him, as he starts to run out) Andre, 
Andre, where are you going? 

ANDRE: I must get out of here. Sur- 
prise party | cannot take. I am too 
emotional. 

‘ing too fast. 

Binky: Now, you listen to me, Andre 

Beaucaire. 


My heart, eet ees mov- 


If the cat’s out of the 
bag, I can’t very well put it back 
again. But you can’t run away from 
that surprise party. The Student 
Advisory Board has worked on it 
day and night, and you’re not going 
to spoil it for them by walking out. 

Anpre: But don’t you see, Binky, 








they are so kind — so good. 
give me so much, and | 
have I to give them? 
Wis zee 


They 

what 

They come 

presents, et moi, I have 
noshing. You know I have so leetle 
spending money. 

Binky: But you don’t need to give 
them anything, Andre. They don’t 
expect it, 

ANDRE: But 
all getting and no giving? 


what ees Christmas wis 

Giving 
ees zee heart of Christmas. 

Binky: Oh, dear! [| know how you 
must feel, but how can I make you 
understand? You are giving us all 
something just by being here. Mother 
always the 
thing is to give yourself, 

AnpRE: Your Mamma 


says most important 

she say that? 

Binky: I’ve heard her say it a thousand 

And I know she’s right. 
What are a few shirts and ties and 
gift certificates 

Anbre: Gift certificates? 

Binky: Yes, gift certificates 


times. 


~~. Mitte 
slips of paper that you can cash in at 
a store for whatever article is named. 
| have a gift certificate in one of 
those boxes for Dad. After Christ- 
take it the 
Men’s Shop and get any hat he 
Wants. 


mas he can down to 

Then I’m sure of the color 
and size. 

ANDRE: Clevair! Very clevair! 

Binky: Andre, you're not listening to 
me. Now, please, please, be sensible 
about this. Mim and the rest of the 
crowd would never forgive me if 
they ever found out I told you. But 
I’m supposed to see that you are 
here about seven-thirty. I have 
orders not to let you out of my sight, 

Anpre: You are my leetle shadow? 


Binky: Right. And I’m going to keep 
tabs on you. 

ANDRE: Then you will have to be 
quick on zee feetsies, leetle shadow, 
because in France | was champion 
cross-country runner. Look behind 
you! Someone ees coming. (As 
Binky turns, ANDRE runs off stage.) 


Brinky: Andre, Andre, come back 
here. You can’t do this. Andre, 
Andre. (She runs after him, calling 


desperately. Almost immediately, 

Mim and Jay enter, laden with pack- 

ages. Mim is holding up a tie not 
yet in the bor.) 

Mim: I do hope Andre likes this tie I 
got for him, Jay. The clerk said it is 
an import. 

Jay: Probably imported from Coney 
Island. 

Mim: What’s the matter 
lately? You’re so cynical. 

Jay: Not cynical, just practical. After 
all, a tie isa tie. He’ll wear it around 
his neck, same as anyone else. 

Mim: You sound as if you hope he'll 
choke. 

Jay: Maybe I do. 

Mim: Jay Taylor, what a_ horrible 
thing to say about Andre! I don’t 
think you even like him. 

Jay: Sure, I like him. He’s the sharp- 
est tennis player I’ve ever seen, and 
he’s a good egg. But what am I sup- 
posed to do? Stand here and grin 
like a Chessy Cat while my girl 


with you 


wraps up a Christmas present for 
another guy? 

Mim: Now that’s my idiot boy friend 
talking. You know perfectly well 
Andre is not just another guy. 
He’s .. . well . . . he’s an all-school 
project! 








Jay: I'll buy that all right. At least, 
he’s an all-girl project. Since that 
Andre Beaucaire moved in, the rest 
of us fellows might as well pull up 
stakes and head for the Klondike. 

Mim: You ought to be ashamed of 
yourself. (Finishing wrapping lie) 
After all, you voted for this Foreign 
Exchange Student the same as the 
rest of us, And think how lucky we 
are to get a wonderful boy like 
Andre. Suppose he had turned out 
to be on the goony side. 

Jay: Maybe I could take the tie better 
if he had buck teeth and a wart on 
his nose. I never voted for a combi- 
nation of Maurice Chevalier and the 
Three Musketeers. 

Mim (Smiling fondly): He ts cute, 
isn’t he? All the girls are crazy 
about .. . (Catching herself in time) 
About his accent and his manners. 

Jay: Yeah, he makes the rest of us feel 
like the original Hick from Punkin 
Crick! 

Mim: Jay, you’re impossible. Where’s 
your present? 

Jay: Right here. I'll put it under the 
tree with the rest. (Does so) 

Mim: What did you get? 

Jay: A book. 

Mim: That was sweet of you, Jay. He 
loves to read. 

Jay: He'll love to read this all right. 
It’s called, Going Steady, U.S.A. 
Mim (Whirling around in anger): Jay, 
you are absolutely hateful. One 
more crack like that and you can 
just pack up and go home, Christmas 

or no Christmas. 

Jay: O.K., O.K., Mim, I was only 
kidding, but look at it my way. 
Here you are, knocking yourself out 


over this guy. It’s “Andre” this, 
and “‘Andre” that! You can’t go to 
the movies because you’re helping 
Andre with his homework, or you’re 
teaching Andre to play Canasta, or 
you’re going to the library with 
Andre. 

Mim: Well, for goodness’ sake, I’m only 
trying to make the poor boy feel at 
home. After all, he’s a guest in our 
house, a guest in our school, and a 
guest in our country. 

Jay: Sure, but is it part of international 
goodwill to give him dancing lessons? 

Mim: Oh, don’t be so huffy! I just 
want him to catch on to our dances 
before he goes to the Holly Hop. 

Jay: Does he have a date? 

Mim (Stalling): Now, Jay, it’s a little 
bit early. 

Jay (Belligerently): U'm asking you, 
Mim Sutton, does Andre have a 
date for the Holly Hop? 

Mim: Well, not exactly . . . but if the 
worst comes to the worst. . . 

Jay: What are you hinting at? 

Mim: Well, now, I couldn’t let him go 
stag, could I? 

Jay: You mean to tell me with all 
those girls at school falling over 
themselves to get a date with Andre, 
you are actually considering. . . 

Mim: Down, boy, down! I didn’t say I 
was going to the dance with him, 
did I? 

Jay: No, and you’d better not. 

Mim: In spite of Andre’s continental 
air, he’s really shy about asking a 
girl for a date. He has to know a girl 
pretty well. 

Jay: He knows Binky well enough, 
doesn’t he? 

Mim (Jn great disgust): Binky! Why, 








Binky’s just a child! He couldn’t 
take a Freshman to the Holly Hop. 

Jay: Why not? Is there a law against 
it? 

Mim: There’s no point in arguing with 
you. Andre is a stranger here, and 
he’s homesick. How would you like 
to be in a strange country at Christ- 
mas time? 

Jay: Oh, what’s the use? I just can’t 
win. (Doorbell rings, there are a 
couple of off-stage ‘‘Yoo-hoos,” and 
Bev and Sreve enter dragging a 
lightweight cardboard carton Ing 
enough for a boy to crouch inside. It 
is wrapped in white paper and deco- 
rated with a big red satin bow. The 
lid swings open at the top.) 

Bev: I hope this is big enough. 

STEVE: It’s the only one we could find. 

Mim: Did you bring the suit? 

SrevE: It’s inside the box, whiskers 
and all. 

Mim: Good. Then Jay can try it on 
for size. 

Jay: Who? Me? What’s the big idea? 
(Brv gets Santa Claus suit from box.) 

Steve: You’ll probably need a couple 
of pillows to stuff him out, good and 
fat. 

Mim (Hustling Jay into the suit): You 
know you’re always good at things 
like this. The idea is when Andre 
opens the box, you will pop out and 
distribute the gifts. ‘“Emcee’”’ the 
whole party, in fact. 

Jay: Suppose he doesn’t open it right 
away? Do I just stay in there and 
quietly suffocate? 

Steve: That’s the idea, chum. 

Bev: Don’t be silly. Mim will see to it 
that he opens this package first. (All 
help bundle Jay into the Santa Claus 


suit. Mr. and Mrs. SuTTON enter.) 

Mr. Surron: Well, I see you have 
Santa Claus under control. 

Mrs. Surron: Is everything ready? 

Mim: The gang should be here any 
minute, Mother. Doesn’t Jay look 
wonderful? 

Mr. Surron: | think he could do with 
another pillow. What do you think, 
Steve? 

SrevE (Getling pillow from sofa and 
stuffing it in where it will do the most 
good): That should put a few more 
pounds on him. 

Mrs. Surron: I’m so nervous about 
the cake. Andre told me about a 
recipe of his mother’s and I’m afraid 
he left something out. 

Mr. Surron: When are you expecting 
Andre to show up? 

Mim: Binky has her orders to have him 
here promptly at seven-thirty. 

Mrs. Surron: He’s been spending 
every evening in the library until 
nine. Poor boy! I’m afraid he’s 
working too hard. (Doorbell rings.) 

Bev: Here they come. Shall I open 
the door? 

Mim: Go ahead. (zit Bev.) Jay, you’d 
better get into the box. 

Jay: Not till the last minute. I might 
get claustrophobia. Besides, there’s 
plenty of time. I’ll take charge of 
the loot. (Dororny, Dave, Ruru, 
Ken, Faye, and Frank enter, all 
bearing gifts. Greetings are ex- 
changed.) Right this way, boys and 
girls, give your presents to old Santa 
Claus. 

Dororuy (Handing package to Jay): 
Here’s the sweater I made. It’s a 
little lumpy in spots, but the blue 
just matches his eyes. 





Dave (Handing package): Socks are 
my contribution. 

Rutu (Handing package): | got him a 
whole dozen of ball point pens. 
He’s always borrowing mine in study 
hall. 

Ken: I’m on the practical side, too. I 
got him a slide rule. 

Faye: He’s always admired those bill- 
folds in the school colors. (ands 
present to Jay) 

Frank (Handing envelope): Ten free 
haircuts should see him through 
most of the school year. 

Mrs. Surron: Andre will be thrilled to 
pieces. I can hardly wait to see his 
face. 

Mr. Surron: He’s a good kid, Andre. 
We want to make this the 
Christmas he’s ever had. 

Steve (7'o Jay): Better hop into the 
box, Santa dear, or you'll be caught 
with your beard showing. 

Jay: O.K., O.K. But remember, he 
has to open this box first. 

Sreve: Mim and I will take care of 
that. Now get in there, squat down 
and shut the lid. 

Jay (In a muffled voice): It’s hot in 
here. What if I have to sneeze? 

Dave: We'll all make so much noise, 
he won’t hear you. 


best 


Rutu (Giggling): I feel so nervous. 

Faye: So do I. 

Bev: Surprise parties are always a 
strain. 

Dorortuy : Suppose he doesn’t show up? 

Ken: He’s bound to show. 

FRANK: Where do you suppose he is? 
It’s after seven-thirty now. 

Mrs. Surron: He’s been spending 
hours at the library. 








Faye: But we don’t have any school 
assignments now. 

Mim: Don’t worry. Wherever he is, 
Binky will track him down. She’s 
the original bird dog. 

Ken: You know, I feel sorry for the 
poor guy, in a way. 

Gimzs: Sorry? Why? 

Ken: Well, gee whiz, how would you 
like to walk in here all unprepared 
and have a whole surprise party 
blow up in your face like a sky 
rocket? (Sound of door) 

Mim: Sh! Here they are. 
lights! (Black-out) 

Jay (From box): Hurry up! I’m dying. 

ALL: Sh-h-h! 

Binky: Never mind. It’s only Binky. 
(Lights on) 

Auu: Binky! Where’s Andre? (£ic.) 

Binky: He’s not coming. 

ALL: Not coming! 

Mrs. Sutron: I knew it would be 
hard to pry him away from that 
library. 

Binky: He’s not in the library. 

Mim: Then where is he? 

Binky: I have no idea. 

Jay (Popping out of box and mopping 
his forehead): What goes on? What 
is this? How long am I supposed to 
stay in that box while we wait for 
him? 

Binky: You might as well come out. 
I told you he isn’t coming. 

Jay: What do you mean he isn’t com- 
ing? What are you talking about? 
Mim: It was your business to get him 

here. 

Binky (Sitting down and mopping her 
face): I’m bushed. I’ve chased that 
boy clear down to the shopping 
center and lost him in the traffic. 


Douse the 





He didn’t win that cross-country 
medal for nothing. 

Bev: But what happened? 
he find out? 

Mim: Binky, I bet you let it slip. You 
never could keep a secret. 

Binky: I didn’t tell him, honest | 
didn’t. He got hold of last year’s 
classbook and saw the pictures of 
the surprise party you staged for 
Ilse Haabe. Somehow or other he 
smelled a rat, and he skeedaddled. 

Mrs. Surron: But it’s so unlike him. 
You can always count on Andre to 
do what is expected of him. 

Mim: Well, this time, he surely did the 
unexpected. 

Mr. Surron: Most ungrateful of him, 
I must say, after you kids went to all 
this trouble. 

Binky: I don’t think he meant to be 
ungrateful, Dad. He. . 
couldn’t face it. 

Ruta: What’s so hard about facing 
your friends at Christmas time? 

Binky: That’s just it. We are his 
friends, of course, but we’re new 
friends. He’s two thousand miles 
from his own friends, and his family. 

Mrs. Suvron: I was beginning to 
think he was getting homesick. 

Mim: But that’s why we’re giving this 
party ... to help him forget. 

Dororuy: I guess you can’t forget 
your own people at Christmas. 

Kuru: But we wanted him to have a 
real American Christmas. 

Jay: Maybe what he really wants is a 
French Christmas. 

Binky: He’s not bothered about the 
nationality of Christmas, Jay 
it’s something else. 

Axi: What? 


How did 


he... just 


Brnky: It’s the presents. 

Au: The presents? 

Jay (Thoughtfully): 1 think I under- 
stand, Binky. We’ve been so busy 
trying to give him things for Christ- 
mas that we’ve forgotten what a guy 
wants most is to give, not get. 

Binky: That’s almost exactly what he 
said, Jay. 

Mr. Surron: You’re right, son. 
ing is the best part of Christmas. 
In our enthusiasm we've forgotten 


CGiv- 


how much he would want to give us 
something in return. 

Ken: And he’s allowed to bring so 
little money out of the country, he 
couldn’t afford it. 

Mim: He hardly has enough money to 
send gifts to his family. (Doorbell 

Tuo Jay) Quick! Quick! It 

might be Andre after all. (Helps 

Jay scramble back into the box. Mr. 

SuvTvTon goes to door.) 


rings. 


Detivery Boy: Package for R. K. 
Sutton. ‘Sign here, please. (As Mr. 
Surron signs, Detivery Boys drag 
in large packing box with placard ad- 
dressed to Mr. Sutton.) Thank you, 
sir. (DeLivery Boys exit) 

Mr. Surron: I wonder what my 
family’s been up to. Here, some of 
you boys give me a hand with this 
thing. (Boys help open the box.) 

Mi (7'o Mrs. Surron): Oh, Mother! 
You finally got him the Hi-Fi set 
after all! 

Binky: Why didn’t you tell us about 
it? 

Mrs. Surron: Honestly, I don’t know 
anything about it. Are you sure you 
two aren’t up to something again? 


Mim: I didn’t get him anything that 











big. Maybe Binky’s fine hand is in 
this. 

Kinky: Cross my heart, it’s a surprise 
to me, too. 

Mr. Surron (Untying last of string): 
Thanks, boys. I can take over from 
here. (Boys move aside.) The lid is 
nearly off. (He opens the lid, and 
out pops ANDRE in complete Santa 
Claus regalia. 

AnpreE: Joyeux noel, mes amis! 

Jay (Popping out of his bor): Merry 
Christmas, everybody! 

Anpre and Jay (Pointing at each other 
in astonishment): You! What are 
you doing here? 

Aux: Andre! (Many ad lib remarks and 
laughter ) 

Jay: This is a switch, if I ever saw one 

ANDRE (Over hubbub): Please, please! 
I have zee short speech! 

Jay: Quiet! Quiet! Monsieur Le Santa 
Claus has the floor. 

ANDRE: When my nose first smell a 
Christmas surprise, | theenk, and I 
theenk, and I theenk. What can I 
give my so good friends in this land 
where everybody have everysing? I 

. or I burst! 

Noél eet ees not Noél wisout zee 

giving. Since Thanksgiving Day, I 

get zee funny feeling in zee stomach 


must give somesing . . 


.no...no... notin zee stomach 

. in zee heart. Eet ees zee home- 
sick pain. When I see zee lights and 
zee store windows, zee pain eet ees 
worse. When zee music play, when 
zee carolers sing, | am very sad. 
How will I play Monsieur Le Santa 
Claus to all my friends here in 
America? What will I give Mamma 
Sutton who feed me so much I gain 
fifteen pounds? (AW laugh.) What 








will I give Papa Sutton who take 
me into his house like son? What for 
Mimi? What for Binky? What for 
Jay? What for all my classmates? 
Then Binky . . . she tell me what to 
do. 

Binky: Why, Andre Beaucaire, I never 
said one word! 

ANDRE: Mais oui. You tell me what to 
do. You tell me about gift certifi- 
cates. 

Binky: But, Andre, you don’t get gift 
certificates for nothing. You have to 
pay at the store. 

AnpRE: I do not get my gift certificates 
at store. Binky, she tell me some- 
sing else somesing Mamma 
Sutton say. 

Mrs. Surron: Dear me, what did | 
say? 

AnpbrRE: Binky say you teach her zee 
most important gift is to give your- 
self. So I get busy. I make zee gift 
certificates. (Gets out of box. Going 
to Mrs. Surtvon and handing her an 
envelope) To Mamma Sutton, wis 
love from Andre, gift certificate, 
good for one dozen dishwashings and 
two dozen floor scrubbings. 

Mrs. Sutron (As quests applaud): 
Why, Andre, that’s a wonderful 
present. 

Anpre (To Mr. Surron): For Papa 
Sutton, gift certificate, good for one 
dozen car washes and six lawn 
mowings. 

Mr. Sutron: Hey, this is all right. | 
wish the rest of my family would 
catch on to this system. 

ANDRE (Bowing to Mim): To Mimi, 
and all zee girls (Gives envelope to 
each girl) One French lesson every 
day, boy friends permitting. (AU 








cheer and applaud. To Jay) To my 
good friend, Jay, and to all zee boys 
(Hands envelope to each boy) Free 
tennis instruction wis special tips on 
zee Beaucaire smash serve. 

Boys: Thanks, Andre. 
mean it? (Lic.) 
Sreve: Our school will have the best 
tennis team in the country, if Andre 

takes us on. 

Mr. Surron: I must Andre, 
you’re a fast worker. How did you 
manage all this? The packing box, 
the suit and everything? 


Do you really 


say, 


ANpDRE: I have zee ‘eetle secret. I get 
job. 

Aux: A job? 

ANpRE: I get zee Christmas job. | 
need money for presents to go to 
France. So I go to shopping center. 
All last week when you theenk I am 
in library, I work in store. 

Mim: But Andre, you don’t 
enough English to be a clerk. 

AnpRE: I was not clerk. I was Mon- 
sieur Le Santa Claus in toy 
department. 


know 


zee 


Au (Laughing): Oh, no! You weren’t! 
(Etc.) 

ANpRE: Eet ees not hard to learn to 
say, “And what do you want for 
Christmas, my leetle man?” 

Mr. Surron: So that’s where you got 
the Santa Claus suit and the de- 
livery service. 

ANpRE: My boss, he ees very nice man. 
He understand. 

Jay: I’m afraid we haven’t understood 
a lot of things, Andre, but some- 
thing tells me we'll do better from 
now on. And now it’s my turn to play 


Santa Claus. All those presents 


under the tree are from your friends 
here at Whittier High. 

AnpRE: For me? All of them? 

Jay: All of them. But first (Digging in 
his pocket for envelope) here is a little 
present from me. 

ANDRE (Opening envelope): Two tickets 
to the Holly Hop! Thank you, Jay. 
Thank you very much. 
what I needed. 

Jay: I was afraid of that...er... 1 
mean... I felt sure it was. And, 
well, it’s a litthe awkward to say 
this, Andre, but, well, if you have 
any trouble lining up a date, (Looks 
at Mim significantly) | think I know 
a girl who would enjoy going with 
you. 

ANDRE (With a grin): Thanks, mon 


am. 


Fes just 


There are many customs here 

in America, I do not understand . . . 

customs . well, like going steady, 

. but I theenk I catch 
on. As for zee date, | do not antici- 
pate zee trouble. You see, I still 
have one gift certificate | have not 
yet delivered. (Walks over to BINKy) 
To Binky, zee one who ees young 
enough to understand zee most, one 
gift certificate for zee Holly Hop. 

Binky (Jn a transport of delight): Oh, 
Andre! Andre! Do you mean you'll 
really take a Freshman? 

ANDRE (With a bow to Mrs. Surron): 


par example . 


If zee Freshman’s Mamma will per- 
mit. 


Binky: Oh, Mother, Mother, may [ 

go? 

Mrs. Surron: You’re a bit young for 
the Holly Hop, dear, but if it’s all 
right with your father. 

Mr. Surron: It’s all right with me, 


Please! 
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by Atice Very 

Included are 35 royalty-free short 
plays for all important holidays and 
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seasons of the year. Lively plots, easy 
to produce. 
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These 15 one-act, royalty-free plays 
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Lower Grades through Senior High 

237 pages, $3.50 
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Chicken. Anything for international 
peace and goodwill! And now, 
what do you say we have a little 
music? (Turns on radio to Christmas 
MUSsiC ) 

Brnky: Not any Christmas music, 
Dad. It gives Andre a lump in his 
throat. 

ANpRE: Not any more, Binky. Zee 
lump eet ees quite disappeared. 
Listen ... I can even sing zee words. 
(Entire group joins tn Christmas 
carol as curtains close. ) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 

Monsieur Santa CiLaus 
Characters: 9 male; 7 female. 
Playing Time: 25 minutes. 


Costumes: Party dresses for girls and Mrs. 
Sutton; suits for boys and Mr. Sutton. 
Andre wears winter school clothes at first, 
and a Santa Claus suit when he returns. 
Jay puts on a Santa Claus suit, while on 
stage. Delivery Boys wear uniforms. All 
wear coats, scarves, and gloves when they 
come in from outdoors. 


Properties: Radio, and records of Christmas 
carols offstage; large book and “gift certifi- 
cates,” for Andre; Christmas packages, for 
Binky, Jay, Mim, Bev, Steve, Dorothy, 
Dave, Ruth, Ken, and Faye; envelopes, 
containing slips of paper, for Frank, Andre, 
and Jay; coatvanal carton big enough for a 
boy to crouch inside and box containing 
Santa Claus suit, for Bev and Steve; tie and 
tie box, for Mim; large packing box, con- 
taining Andre in a Santa Claus suit, for 
Delivery Boys. 


Setting: The comfortably furnished living 
room of the Sutton home. A Christmas tree 
stands in one corner, and the room is deco- 
rated for Christmas. There is a sofa against 
one wall. On an end table is a radio. Other 
tables, chairs, lamps, etc., are added to 
furnish the room comfortably. 


Lighting: Lights should be dimmed or blacked 
out temporarily, when boys and girls think 
Andre is coming. 











Greetings from the Fultons 


by Paul S. McCoy 


Characters 
JOAN FULTON 
Cora Fuuron, Joan’s mother 
DaANteL Futon, Joan’s father 
Trp BENSON 
Winston Maywoop, Daniel’s boss 
Bessig Maywoop, Winston’s sister 
Time: Morning, several weeks before 
Christmas. 
Serrina: The living room of the Fulton 
home. A gaily decorated Christmas 


tree stands slightly right of center, and 
a box of tree decorations is on the 
divan. 

At Rise: JOAN stands on a small step- 


ladder, fastening ornaments on the 
tree. She hums a lively Christmas 
carol. As JOAN works, CorA enters. 
She moves to the center and inspects 
the tree in silence for a moment before 
JOAN notices her. 

Joan (Gaily): How do you like the 
tree? 

Cora (Without too much enthusiasm): 
It’s nicely trimmed, I suppose. 

Joan (Smiles): Hand me the box of 
ornaments, will you, darling? 
They’re on the divan. 

Cora (Sighs, then moves to divan): 
Joan, I don’t approve of this. 
told you that before. 
box from divan.) 

Joan: But Mother, this is a tremendous 
idea, and Ted Benson has been so 
sweet about it. 

Cora (Crosses to tree): If I were dating 
Ted Benson, [ certainly wouldn’t 


I’ve 
(She picks up 


ask him to get mixed up in this. 
(She raises box of ornaments within 
reach of JOAN.) 

Joan (Selects an ornament from box): 
One’s enough, Mother. (She turns 
to tree.) Honestly, Ted’s terribly en- 
thusiastic about taking the picture. 
(She continues speaking as she fastens 
ornament on tree.) Can’t you just 
see our Christmas cards this year? 
A picture of a Christmas tree with 
a Santa Claus standing in front! 
Just think! A real photograph taken 
in our own living room! Ted said 
he’d make all the prints we needed. 
I’ll mount one on each card and 
we'll send them out as greetings 
from the Fulton family. 

Cora: Joan, I don’t object to the pic- 
tures. I don’t object to the tree. 
(Pointedly.) But that Santa Claus 
idea of yours — (She breaks off with 
a shake of her head.) 

JOAN (As Cora crosses to divan, places 
box on divan): What else could I do, 
Mother? We simply had to have a 
Santa Claus in the picture. (The 
doorbell rings.) That’s Ted. You'll 
let him in, darling? (Cora sighs, 
then opens center door. Ten, carrying 
a camera with an indoor flash attach- 
ment, enters the room as JOAN de- 
scends from the stepladder.) 

Tep (Agreeably): Hello, Mrs. Fulton. 

Cora: Good morning, Ted. 

Joan (Gaily to Tep, as he moves down- 
stage): Merry Christmas, Mr. Theo- 








dore H. Benson. 
the camera shot. 

Tep (Glances at tree, then turns to 
Joan): That tree is dripping with 
holiday glamour, all right. But 
where’s the stuffed Santa Claus? 

Joan (A bit uneasily): Stuffed Santa 
Claus? 

Trp (Nods): You told me you were 
using one in the picture. 

JOAN (Vaguely): Well, you see — (She 
pauses, then suddenly smiles brightly.) 
But Mother will explain. (7'o Cora.) 
Won’t you, darling? (Joan picks up 
box of ornaments, and exits.) 

Tep (Knowingly): I can tell by that 
look in Joan’s eyes that something’s 
up. 

Cora: Joan discovered she couldn’t 
make a stuffed Santa Claus. 

Tep: I told her it might be too big an 
undertaking. 

Cora (Continues): So she rented a suit 
and whiskers. 

Tep (Puzzled): Rented a suit and 
whiskers? What’ll she hang them 
on? 

Cora (Slowly and unhappily): She’s 
hanging them on her father. 

Tep: Her father? (Cora nods.) Do 
you mean that Mr. Fulton has con- 
sented to pose as Santa Claus for the 
Christmas picture? 

Cora (Nods dryly): Joan even per- 
suaded him to stay home from the 
office this morning while you took 
the photo. 


We’re all set for 


Trev: ‘But how did Joan talk Mr. 
Fulton into this? 
Cora: Daniel asked Joan what she 


wanted for Christmas. She made 
him promise he’d do something for 
her something which wouldn’t 


12 





cost a cent. That part of the proposi- 
tion sounded attractive to Daniel, so 
he agreed. 

Tep: Then Joan told him of the plan? 

Cora (Nods): She did. Poor Daniel 
almost hit the ceiling, but what could 
he do? He couldn’t go back on a 
promise. 

Tep: Not at the Christmas season, 
anyway. (JOAN enters from right. 
She leaves the door open.) 

Joan: We're all ready. Did Mother 
tell you about our Santa Claus? 
Tep (Rises): Joan, how could you 

do it? 

Cora (Significantly): I’m wondering 
how Daniel could do it! 

Joan (Smiles at Cora): Don’t be dis- 
agreeable, darling. (T'hen she turns, 
calls loudly toward open doorway.) 
Come on in, Father. (DANIEL enters, 
wearing a Santa Claus suit and a 
flowing white beard. Trp looks on in 
stunned amazement.) 

Tep: Mr. Fulton! Is that you? 

DaNieEL (With a sudden rafter-shaking 
roar): Who do you think it is? 

Cora (Dryly): It’s Daniel all right, 
together with every good pillow in 
the house. (Exasperated, Cora 
snatches up the stepladder and exits.) 

Joan (Brightly, to Tep): Doesn’t 
Father look wonderful? 

Daniet (Shouts): I don’t feel won- 
derful! 

Tep: You are quite a sight, Mr. Fulton. 
You (Sinking back onto 
divan, Tp breaks into loud laughter.) 

Danieu (Yells at Tep): Cut that out! 

Tep (Attempts to control his laughter): 
I’m sorry, sir. 

DanieEL: This wasn’t my idea! 

Tep: I understand, sir. 


- you 


(He rises.) 








DanteEL (Fumes loudly): What’ll my 
boss think when I don’t show up 
for work? 

Joan: Don’t worry about Mr. May- 
wood, Father. I called his office 
this morning. 

DanieEL (Startled): 
office? 

Joan (Nods easily): 1 thought of every- 
thing. 

Dante: And what did Winston May- 
wood say? That I was fired or that 
I’d lost my mind? 

JOAN (Hesitates): 1 didn’t exactly talk 
to Mr. Maywood, Father. 
answered the phone. 

Dante (Stubbornly): Nobody answers 
Mr. Maywood’s phone except Mr. 
Maywood! 

Joan: Honestly, Father, I don’t know 

I’d never heard her 


You called my 


A woman 


who she was. 
voice before. 
Danret (Thoughifully): 
don’t like that. 
At the moment I don’t like anything! 
Joan: Oh, stop fuming! I merely told 
the woman that you wouldn’t be 
in this morning. (Smles.) 
you were in poor shape. 


Somehow I 


(I/is voice rises.) 


I said 

(Gaggling, 
she pats the padding which augments 
DaNIEL’s figure.) Actually, Father, 
you are in poor shape -— in spots. 

Dante (Groans helplessly): Well, let’s 
get it over. 

Joan: Ted, have we everything? 

Tep (Thoughtfully): We really ought 
to use a sheet. 

Dantei (Hotly): A sheet? 
here, if you expect to wrap me in a 
sheet 

Tep (Hastily): Oh, no, sir. I meant we 
should hang a sheet for the back- 
ground. 


Now see 


Joan (To TEp): Mother will get us one. 
(She moves to door left. She opens 
door, calls offstage.) Mother! Oh, 
Mother! 

Cora (Offstage): Yes? 

Joan: Will you bring us a sheet? 

Cora (Offstage): A sheet? What on 
earth are you up to now? 

Joan (Turns from doorway, speaks to 
Tep): You can pose Father while I 
get the sign. 

Tep (Puzzled): The sign? 

Joan (Nods): Santa Claus is going to 
hold big “Merry Christmas” 
poster. Can’t you just see it in the 
picture? (She quickly exits right, 
leaving door open behind her.) 

Danie (Continues to fume): Do you 
know what will happen next year? 
That daughter of mine will want 
Thanksgiving cards — and she'll 
use me as the stuffed turkey! 

Trp: I know how you feel, sir 

Daniev: You have no idea how I feel! 

Tep (Politely): Now if you’ll just step 
over here, Mr. Fulton (Tep 
crosses to left.) 

DANIEL (Sputters, as he moves to Trp): 
I’ll never make another promise as 
long as I live. 

Teo (Jo Dante): You can stand 
right here by the tree, in front of 
this chair. (/e indicates armchair by 
side of tree.) 

Dante_: Why don’t you just hang me 
on the tree? 

Tep: Mr. Fulton, please. (DANIEL 
stands by Christmas tree as directed. 
The armchair is immediately behind 


a 


him. Trp backs to center, gazing at 
the effect. He nods in satisfaction.) 


Dantew (Sourly): Well, do something! 
I don’t intend to stand here until 








the Fourth of July! By that time 
I’d probably have to crawl into a 
firecracker. 

Tep (At center, as he peers at DANIEL): 
Mr. Fulton, I believe I’ll shoot you 
from here. 

Dantex (Bellows): So! It isn’t enough 
that you take my picture. Now you 
want to shoot me! (JOAN enters. 
She carries a large cardboard sign on 
which has been lettered “Merry Christ- 
mas.’’) 

Joan (Pauses briefly, as she 
Dante): Father, you are cute. 

DaNnigEL: I am not cute! 
(JOAN crosses to DANIEL. 
him the sign.) 

Joan (As Daniew fakes the sign): Be 
sure your beard doesn’t cover the 
sign. And give us a big, happy 
smile when ‘Ted takes the picture, 
dear. 


8EE8 


I’m crazy! 
She hands 


Daniei (Pained): Big, happy smile! 
This is worse than making out my 
income tax return. 

Tep (Significantly): It’s fortunate I’m 
not taking a falking picture of this 
scene. (Cora enters. 
white sheet, folded.) 

Cora: May I kindly inquire as to why 
anybody in this house wishes a 
sheet? (JOAN moves to Cora.) 

Tep (To Cora): It 
gestion, Mrs. Fulton. 

Cora (Dryly, to Ten): Don’t tell me 
you're putting Santa Claus to bed. 

Joan (Takes sheet from Cora): We're 
using this as a background, Mother. 
(She pats Cora’s arm.) Why don’t 
you just sit in the sunroom, darling? 
We'll be through shortly. I know 
you'll be happier if you’re out of 
the way. 


She carries a 


was my sug- 


Danie. (Grimly): She’s not the only 
one! 

Joan (Turns to DANtieL): Quiet, 
Father. (70 Cora.) Now run along, 
dear. (Cora gazes at the others in 
silent despair. With a deep sigh she 
then crosses to door.) 

Cora (Pauses at door, turns to DANIEL): 
Daniel, do you know what I think 
about all this? I think there ought 
to be a law! (Cora exits. Trp 
snickers in high amusement. DaNnteL 
glares at him menacingly. 
swiftly erases the grin. 
rings al offstage center.) 

Dante (Startled); What was that? 

Joan: The doorbell, Father. 

Dantew (Loudly): I refuse to see any- 
body. I flatly refuse to. 

JOAN (Quickly, to Danie.): Be quiet, 
Father! 

Dante. (Shouting): I'm always quiet! 

Joan: Sit down! (She pushes DANIEL 
into armchair.) 

DANIEL (Sputters): Now see here! 
Joan (Allempts 
Sh, Father! 
Dante (Hotly): Do you know what 
you’re doing? You’re pushing Santa 

Claus around! 


TED 
The doorbell 


to quiet DANIEL): 


Tep (Swiftly): Not so loud, Mr. 
Fulton. 
JoaN (She begins to unfold sheet): 


Ted, help me. 
Trp (Steps to Joan): What’s the idea? 
Joan (Hands ‘Tep one end of sheet): 


We've got to cover Father. (Tep 
snaps into action.) 
DanieL (Protests): Now see here! 


(The doorbell rings again.) 

Joan (In a loud whisper): Don’t shout, 
Father. (/urriedly, to Tap.) Quick, 
Ted! (Joan and Tep have unfolded 








the sheet. Now they toss sheet over 
DanigeL, also covering the chair in 
which he is seated.) 

DANIEL (Wails, from under sheet): Stop 
it! Stop it! 

Joan (Desperately to Danie., as she 
and TED smooth the sheet): Do you 
want to be seen? 

DanieL: You’re smothering me! 

Tep (To Dantev): You’re all right, Mr. 
Fulton. (Joan and Tep work swiftly 
as they tuck the sheet around Danie. 
and the chair. The doorbell rings a 
third time, loudly and impatiently.) 

Dantew (Groans): Oh! Oh! 

Tep (To DanieL, in an emphatic 
whisper): Don’t move, Mr. Fulton! 

Joan (l'rgently, to Tep): Get your 
vamera Out of here. 

Trp (Looks swiftly arownd the room): 
Where? 

Joan (Indicates door right): The sun- 
room. (Trp nods. Ile 
divan, snatches camera. ) 

Tep: Joan, isn’t your mother in there? 

Joan: Tell her nothing! (Trp exits 
right with camera, closing the door 
behind him. JOAN dashes to center 
door and throws it open. 


rushes to 


BrssIE 
slands majestically in the doorway.) 

Bessie (Sputters in annoyance): Well, 
young lady! (JOAN is startled.) 

Joan: Good morning. 

Bessie (Demandingly): Is your door- 
bell out of order? 

Joan: No. 

Bessie: I have been pushing the button 
for hours. 

Joan (Upset): Vm sorry. 

Bessie: Aren’t you going to ask me 
to enter? 

Puzzled): 

(Bessit steps into the room. 


JOAN 


Why, of course. 


She 


glances around with considerable dis- 
taste.) 

Bessie: No doubt this is the place. 
(She takes a few steps downstage.) 
Joan (Still puzzled and confused): The 

place? 

Bessie: According to my information, 
this is the residence of one Daniel 
Fulton and family. 

JOAN: Yes. 


Am I correct? 


Bessiz: Are you Mr. Fulton’s 
daughter’ (JOAN nods vaguely.) 


Then your name is Joan. Our records 
indicate that you are the only child 
of (At that moment Teo steps 
into the room through doorway right. 
He has left his camera in the sunroom.) 
Tep (Stops abruptly): Oh! 
Bessie (Turns to Tep, speaks in a 
shattering tone): And who are you? 
Tep (Confused): Um ‘Ted Benson. 
Bessie (Majestically, to Trp): I have 
no record of you, young man. 
Tep: Is that supposed to be good or 
bad? 

Bessie (7'o ‘Tep): Are you related to 
any member of this family? 
Teo: No. (After a slight pause.) 

least not yet. 


At 


Bessie: Kindly do not enlarge upon 
your answers. 

JOAN (Annoyed, as she turns to Bessie) : 

(Bessie turns 

| don’t know who you 


Now just a minute! 

lo JOAN). 

are. You haven’t even given me 
the courtesy of an introduction. 

Bessie (Draws herself wp): | am Bessie 

My brother is Winston 
Maywood. This morning I went to 
work in Winston’s office. 

JOAN (Amazed): You did? 


Maywood. 


You’re 


Bessie: No comments, please. 
simply clouding the issue. 





Joan: Miss Maywood, I know your 
brother of course. But I’m certain 
I’ve never heard of you. 

Bessie (To Joan): You heard my 
voice this morning. 
phone call. 

Joan (Startled): You did? 

Bessie (Nods): Since nine o'clock, | 
have been a member of my brother’s 
organization. I arrived from the 
West last night. I felt that Winston 
needed my capable assistance in the 
business world, which is the reason 
I left my home and former activities. 
(Suddenly Cora enters from right. 
Cora looks at Brsste and pauses 
abruptly. 
at Cora.) Good morning, madam. 
Are you by chance the wife of one 
Daniel Fulton? 

Cora (Dryly): Tam. But chance had 
nothing to do with it. 

Joan (Swiftly makes the introductions) : 
Mother, this is Miss 
(Slowly and significantly.) 
Maywood is Winston 


{ took your 


Bessie peers majestically 


Maywood. 

Miss 

Maywood’s 
sister, 

Cora (Aghast): His sister? 

Bessie: Certainly. 

Tep (To Cora, with emphasis): She 
has been working in Mr. Maywood’s 
office since nine o’clock this morning. 

Cora (7'o Trp): She has? 

Trp (.Vods): One of the old employees. 
(Cora is greatly upset. She turns 
nervously to Bessis.) 

Bessie (7'0 Cora): Winston was not 
expecting me. I merely walked into 
his office and said, “Winston, I am 
here to manage your business.”’ 

Cora: You did? 

Tep (Dryly): That must have been a 
surprise. 


Bessie (70 Cora): Your daughter 
phoned our office this morning. She 
informed me that your husband was 
in poor shape. Those were her words, 
I believe. Prior to the call I had 
decided that all reported illnesses 
would be promptly 
That is why I am here. 

Cora (Aghast): Oh, dear! (Joan and 
Tep are thrown into panic.) 

JOAN: Miss Maywood, did your brother 
send you here? 


investigated. 


Bessie: Young lady, since nine o'clock 
this morning, J have been making 
the Winston’s 
(She turns to Cora.) 


decisions in office. 

I now wish to 
interview your husband. 

Joan (Gasps): But you can’t! (Cora 
18 specchli 88 

Tep (/Turriedly): Mr. Fulton is resting 

Cora (In confusion Why, 
I thought Daniel was (Cora 
breaks off. She dashes to the Christmas 
tree. Now for the first time she dis- 
covers DANteL, his figure covered by 


the sheet. She stops short in horror.) 


testing? 


Bessie (Remains standing where she 
still cannot see Danie): I shall 
not leave this house until I have 


Mr. 


marches down 


Fulton.  (Brsste 
lo dian. Cora, al 
left, remains in front of DANIEL as 
she unsuccessfully attempts to hide him 
from Besste’s view. But as Besste 
prepares to sit on divan, she suddenly 
discovers him. Straightening up with 
a start, she points to Dante.) What 
is that? (For a 
answers. 


inspected 


moment no 
Joan and 


one 


Tep 


Cora, 
sland frozen.) 

Cora (At last, feebly): Where? 

Bessie (Commandingly): Behind you, 

(Cora slowly turns to 


Mrs. Fulton. 





Danieu. She makes a feeble attempt 
al surprise. ) 

Cora (Desperately): It’s nothing. Just 
Santa Claus. 

Bessie (With a horrified start): Santa 
Claus? 

TED (Altempls to ease the situation): 
A stuffed Santa Claus. 

Bessie (With rising anger): Am I to 
understand that this family is cele- 
brating the Christmas season with a 
stuffed Santa Claus? 

Joan: We’re not exactly celebrating 

Trp: Not at the moment! 

Bessie (In cold fury): I wish it to be 
known that I am completely and 
forever opposed to Santa Claus! 
(The others are shocked.) 

Cora: You are? 

Bessie (Nods emphatically): Tall or 
short, small or 
stuffed. 

Cora (With a gasp): Oh, my! 

sessiE: This morning | ordered all of 


large, living or 


Winston’s employees into my office. 
I told them there was to be no Santa 
Claus at the office party this year. 
Nor would I permit such a character 
to be displayed in the homes of the 
employees. (Bessie turns to Cora, 
points to DanteL.) You will do 
away with that stupid figure at once. 

Cora (In panic): But Miss Maywood, 
you don’t understand 

Bessie: Mrs. Fulton, I have appointed 
myself the personnel 
Winston’s office. 


cirector of 
I made that ap- 
pointment at exactly two minutes 
past nine o’clock this morning. From 
now on I shall do all the hiring and 
(Significantly. 

husband is on our payroll, 
Fulton. 


Your 
Mrs. 


I strongly suggest that you 


the firing. 


follow my command if you wish him 
to remain there. 

Cora: Miss Maywood! 

Joan (Confused): Please 

Tep (Suddenly steps forward, speaks 
agreeably to Bessie): Of 
Miss Maywood. 
as you desire. 

Cora (Shocked): We will? 

Bessie (Nods approvingly to Trp): A 
most sensible decision. 

Tep (To Brssiz): The dummy shal! 
be removed immediately. 


course, 
We'll do exactly 


Bessie (7J'o Tep): Young man, I ap- 
prove of your attitude. And as a 
general rule, I am not the approving 
type. 

Trp (Steps to door right, opens door): 
Perhaps you would wish to wait in 
here, Miss Maywood. 
brightly. ) 
Claus is likely to be a rather messy 
job. (Cora gives a little shriek.) 

Joan (To Trp): Ted! 

Bessie (7'o Trp): I understand your 
attitude. And | 
observe the dismantling of such a 
ghastly figure. I would suggest, 
however, that you burn it in the 


(He smiles 
The destruction of Santa 


do not wish to 


alley. 

Tep (Nods): A remarkable idea, Miss 
Maywood. 

Besste (Crosses to door right, then 


speaks to Ten): In any event, I 
shall expect you to act quickly. I 
must still Mr. Fulton. 
(She exits.) 

Teo (In an urgent whisper): Quick! 
Let’s get him out of here! (Cora, 
Joan and Trp rush to DANIEL. 
Wildly they throw back the sheet which 

DANIEL 18 near 

He still holds the “Merry 


interview 


has covered him. 


collapse ; 





Christmas” sign. Teo speaks to 
DANIEL in a subdued voice.) 
Mr. Fulton! 

Cora (Breathlessly and indignantly to 
Dante): Daniel, did you hear what 
that woman had the nerve to say? 
She insists you’re stuffed! 

Danie. (Lis 
everything! 

JOAN (Altempls lo silence Danien): Not 
sO loud, Father! 

Danike (Jumps up, pulls off the false 
beard): Vhat woman is Winston 


Maywood’s sister! Winston May- 


Hurry, 


voice rises): | heard 


wood is my boss! 

JOAN (Allemplts lo soothe Danie.): Yes, 
Father, we know. 

DanieL (Wild-eyed): She hates Santa 
Claus! (Vrembles violently) Don’t 
just stand there! 
this suit! 


Somebody hide 

Cora (Suddenly concerned): 
you’re shaking! 

DanieL: Why shouldn’t I shake? 

Cora: You’re not well. 

DANIEL (Sputters): I’m trembling like 
the last leaf. I’m 
burning up! My heart’s beating in 
calypso rhythm! 


Daniel, 


I can’t breathe! 


My blood pres- 
sure’s gone off on a roller coaster 
ride! 

Joan: Father, stop it! (Swiftly Cora 
places her hand on Danien’s brow.) 

Cora: Daniel, | think you have a fever! 

DanieL: I’m catching something! = | 
know | (And then 


roof-shalang, 


am. DANIEL 


sneezes, a vibrating 
anceze.) 
Tep (Jumps violently): Mr. Fulton! 


Bessiz (Loudly, offstage): What was 


that? (Wildly TED pushes DANIEL 
hack into the chair. JOAN and Cora 
loss the sheel over DAanten’s head. 


Is 


Then Bessie marches into the room 
through doorway right. She leaves the 
door open behind her. Joan, Cora 
and Ten weakly face Brssiz.) 1 
heard a sneeze! 
lo center. 


(Bessiz advances 
As the scene progresses, 
Tep silently and unobtrusively backs 
upstage and across the room to door- 
way right. Unnoticed by the others, 

he at last exits right. The door remains 

open.) 
Cora she 


as answers 


(Tre mbles, 
Bessiz): Really, Miss Maywood? 

Bessie: The vibration rattled the 
windows in the sunroom. 

Cora (Vaqguely): I thought I heard a 
faint noise myself, 

Bessie: Faint? Mrs. Fulton, 
did your husband sneeze? 

Cora: It’s possible. 

JOAN 


(Pause. ) 


When 

well, he sneezes. 

Bessiz (To Cora): Take me to him 
at once! 

Cora: But, Miss Maywood (Then 

Now th 

bration shakes his entire body. 


(Desperately): Father 


ShHeCZCS 


vi- 
In- 
voluntarily, but vigorously, he throws 
his hands in the air. The sheet flies 
back from his head. The Christmas 
poster and the white beard lie across 
his knees. 


DANIEL sneezes again. 


Joan and Cora stand in 
Wildly Dante. 
snatches up his beard and holds it in 
front of his face in a feeble attempt to 


hide. 


shocked amazement.) 


horrified silence. 


Bessie gazes al DANibn in 


Bessin (Afler a tense pause, as shi 
Put 
(Slowly DANIEL 


speaks explosively to DANIEL): 
down that beard! 


obeys.) 
Danie. (To Bessie, as he smiles 
weakly): Good morning.  (Brssie 














advances to DanteL. Menacingly she 
pauses in front of him.) 
Bessiz (Angrily): Are you one Daniel 
Fulton? 
Danteu: I’m Santa Claus. 
Bessie (Acidly): You’re not even a 
(She turns to Cora. 
Is this object your husband? 


stuffe d one! 


Cora (Speaks stoutly and indignantly 
But 
don’t you dare call him an object! 


All right, so he’s my husband. 


Bessie (Ironically to DANIEL): 


Claus! (She 
reaches down, snatches the Christmas 
And _ this! 


(She gazes grimly at the sign, then 


Dressed as Santa 


poster from his knees.) 

turns to Cora.) So your husband 
is ill, is he? 

Cora (With sudden spirit): Yes, he is! 

Bessit (Breaks in): Mrs. 
Fulton! (She turns to Dante..) It 
Was serious enough that you stayed 


Silence, 


away from our office this morning. 
And then, when I make a routine 
investigation, I find you (She 
breaks off, moans dramatically.) Give 
me strength! 
Joan: That’s what we all need right 
a little strength. 
Bressit (To Dante): I shall return to 
I shall instruct 
(The doorbell rings 


now 


my Office at once. 
our cashier to 
off center, Bessit pauses.) What was 
that interruption? 

Cora: Not another sneeze, I can assure 
you. 

Joan (To Bessie): It was the doorbell, 
Miss Maywood. (JOAN moves up- 

DANIEL rises with effort.) 


(Thoroughly annoyed): 


stage. 
Bessie 
place is a madhouse! 
Winston Maywoop 


This 
(JOAN opens 
center door. 


stands at doorway.) 


Joan (Gasps): Mr. Maywood! (Bessie 
swings around with a start as WIN- 
STON sleps into the room. DANIEL 
takes look at Winston and 
almost faints.) 

Bessigé (With a shriek): Winston! (Trp 
appears at the open doorway, carrying 
the camera and flash attachment. He 

He is unnoticed 


one 


pauses at doorway. 
by those in the room.) 

Winston (/rpressionless, to Bessit): 
Yes, Bessie, it’s your brother. 

Bessie (7'0 WINSTON, as she points a 
menacing finger at DAN1EL): Winston, 
see what I found! ‘Take a look at 
that spectacle! 

Winston (In a friendly tone): Good 
morning, Daniel. (Brssi£ continues 
to stand near Dante. She holds the 

sign in front of 

her.) According to Bessie, you were 


’ 


“Merry Christmas’ 


ill. I dropped by to check up. 
Joan: I phoned your office, Mr. May- 


But I didn’t exactly say 
father was sick. I just said he was in 
poor shape. 

Winston: Poor shape? (He 
closely at Danie, then grins.) I 

(WINSTON 


wood. 


peers 

declare, he is at that. 
begins to chuckle.) 

Bessie (7'o0 Winston): This is not 
humorous, Winston. You know very 
well the decree I handed down to 
our employees this morning. I’m 
certain they now understand my 
feelings regarding Santa Claus. (She 
points to DANIEL as she continues to 
speak to Winsvon.) Then I walk 
into this house and find that! 

DanieL (Humbly, to Winston): I’m 
mighty sorry. 

Bessie (7'0 WINSTON): We are termi- 
nating Mr. Fulton as of today. 











(Bessie and Danie. stand side by 
side downstage left. They face WiN- 
STON who is slightly upstage right. 
Bessie holds the holiday poster. 
Joan and Cora are a few steps up- 
stage, to left of center.) 

Winston: Now Bessie, let’s not be 
hasty. 

Bessie (With supreme authority): 
I am handling the office personnel, 
Winston. As I told you when I ar- 
rived this morning, I shall take com- 
plete charge of that. (A bright flash 
of light fills the room. Tun, standing 
at doorway right, has taken a flash 
photo of Danie, the decorated Christ- 
mas tree, and Brssin. Startled by 
the sudden flash of camera bulb, those 
in the room turn swiftly toward Trp. 
Trp, holding camera, takes a step 
into the room.) 

Joan (Gasps): Ted! 

Bessie (Loudly and indignantly): What 
was that flash of light? 

Trp (asily): | took a picture, Miss 
Maywood. 

Bessie: A picture? 

Trp (Nods): The Fultons wanted a 
photo of Santa Claus and the tree. 
They expect to use the prints on 
their Christmas cards. 

Bessizé (Suddenly concerned): But you 
included me in that picture! 

Tep (Smiles): That’s right. You see, 
I couldn’t wait any longer. And 
there you stood, Miss Maywood, 
facing the camera. 

Bessi£: Facing the camera? 


Tep (Nods): You were at the side of 
Santa Claus, holding the “Merry 


Christmas” sign. 


Bessie (In rising alarm): Now, see 


here, young man! 
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Tep (Continues easily): Of course, 
even though you have fired Mr. 
Fulton, he’ll still wish to send 


Christmas cards to the office em- 
ployees. 

Bessie (Horrified): But he can’t send 
them a picture of me posing with 
Santa Claus! Not after what I said 
this morning! (Brssir’s rising panic 
is evident. Cora, DANIEL and Joan, 
at first stunned, now begin to appre- 
ciate the Desperately 
Bessie turns to Winston.) Win- 
ston, do you realize what has hap- 
pened? 

Winston (With a twinkle of amusement 
in his eye): I think I do. 

Bessie (Hotly): That negative must 
be destroyed! 

Winston: Bessie, I’m afraid we can’t 
do much about it. 

Bessie (Wildly): But if the employees 
receive a picture of Santa Claus and 
me 

Winston (Nods): It will cause com- 
ment, Bessie, especially after that 
speech you delivered. (He shakes 
his head sadly.) 1 declare, I’d hate 
to see my dear sister end up as the 
joke of the office. 

Bessie (Storms): I won’t have this! 

Winston (Affects a deep sigh): 1 guess 
we'll just have to face it, Bessie. 
Of course, you can’t expect our em- 


situation. 


ployees to take you seriously in the 
future. 
greeting cards is posted on the office 
bulletin board 

Bessie (Wild-eyed): Winston, no one 
would dare do such a thing! 

Winston: I’m afraid so, Bessie. 

Bessie (Suddenly 
Then I resign! 


As soon as one of those 


and explosivel 





| 
| 
| 





Winston: Resign? 

Bessie: As of this moment! And you 
needn’t ask me to go back to your 
office, Winston, now or ever! 

Winston (Protests mildly): Why, 
Bessie! 

Bessie: I’m returning home. There’s 
a noon train out of here. (Brssre 
throws the cardboard sign to the floor. 
She marches hastily upstage, then 
turns to WINSTON.) And don’t 
bother to see me off, Winston! (She 
throws open center door, then plunges 
through doorway.) 

Cora: My goodness! 

Danie. (Thoroughly shaken): Oh, dear! 

Tep (Steps to Winston): Mr. May- 
wood, I’m sorry. I should apologize. 

Winston (Breaks in with sudden em- 


phasis): Don’t you dare apologize! 
Then he breaks into loud laughter.) 


Joan (Amazed): Mr. 
you're laughing! 
Winston: I’ve never been so relieved. 
could have wrecked my 
organization. (He extends his hand 
to Teo. Vigorously he shakes Trv’s 
hand.) Young man, thanks to you 
and your camera, this will be a 
mighty happy Christmas season for 
(Trp grins.) 


Maywood, 


4ess1e 


me. 
Cora (Stall stunned): Does this mean 
that Daniel isn’t fired? 
Winston (Chuckles): Of 
isn’t fired. 


course he 
(To DANIEL, as he moves 
to center.) And I’m giving you an 
job, Daniel. At the 
Christmas office party, you are to 
Santa (WINSTON 
smiles broadly. Dante. ts delighted.) 
(Suddenly to Winston): Mr. 
Maywood, why is your sister so op- 
posed to Santa Claus? 


additional 
be our Claus. 


JOAN 


Winston (Shakes his head): I wish I 
knew. 

JoAN: Something has certainly sent 
her off the beam. 

Winston (Nods): It must have hap- 
pened since I saw her last. (A bit 
sadly.) Actually, I feel sorry for her. 
(The center door opens and BEssiE£ 
enters.) 

BessiE (Somewhat subdued) : Winston— 

Winston: Bessie! (Bessre moves down 
center, then hesitates.) 

Besste (Jo Winston): You thought 
I walked out, didn’t you? 

Winston (Confused): You did give us 
that happy impression — (Quickly 
corrects himself.) I mean, that im- 
pression — 

Bessi£: Before I leave, Winston, I felt 
it my duty to make a final state- 
ment. 

Winston: You were always one to 
make the final statement, Bessie. 
Joan (To Bessie, with sudden con- 
cern): Miss Maywood, are you com- 
ing back to work for your brother? 
Bessie: I certainly am not! (With 
dignity she turns to Winston.) Win- 
ston, I wouldn’t return to that office 

for all the 

Teo (With a sly grin): For all the 
whiskers on Santa Claus? 

Cora (Sharply, to Tep): Ted! You 
know Miss Maywood feels 
about that — that subject. 

WInsTon (7'o Bessie): Bessie, I insist 
upon knowing why. 


how 


Bessie: That's the reason I returned. 
Pause.) Winston, I made the trip 
to this town because I was fed up 
with the Christmas spirit. 

Winston (Startled): Fed up? 

Bessie (Nods) : Fed up with the Christ- 





mas party at the orphanage, fed up 
with the annual December bazaar, 
fed up with the holiday festival for 
the underprivileged. 

Winston: But Bessie, you have always 

~ taken an interest in such things. 
They’re all worthy causes, and 
you’re a robust and active woman. 

Bessie (Cuts in): And because I’m 
active (She breaks off.) Anyway, 
do you know what job I’m always 
given? 

Winston: No. 

Bessie: At any holiday activity, I’m 
expected to play the role of Mrs. 
Santa Claus! 

Winston (Amazed): Mrs. Santa Claus? 

Bessie: Every Christmas J’m the one 
who’s unanimously selected. Those 
women may bicker and argue among 
themselves. but they all agree upon 
one thing that Bessie Maywood 
shall appear as Mrs. Santa Claus. 

WINsTON: So that’s the reason! 

Bessie (Cuts in): Yes! But consider- 
ing what has happened around here 


and at that office of yours I’ve 


had quite enough of your organiza- 
tion, Winston. I’m going back 
home to my holiday duties. 
Winston (Allempls to hide a grin): I 
declare, Bessie, this is amazing. You 
leave me_ speechless 
(Bessie turns from WINSTON. 
moves to TED.) 
Bessie (Stoully, to Tep): Young man. 
Tep (Uneasily): Yes, Miss Maywood? 
Bessie: That picture you just took 
(She hesitates.) Uf it’s any good, you 
might send me a print. 

Joan (Steps to Bessie): He’d be de- 
lighted, Miss Maywood. 
Bessie: Goodbye, Winston 
marches upstage to center, then turns. 
She remains dignified and majestic, 


usual. 
She 


as 


She 


but there’s a slight smile on her lips 
as she speaks to Danteu.) And to 
you, Santa Claus, a Merry Christ- 
mas from Mrs. Santa Claus! (Bessie 
exits. The others break into broad and 
amused smiles, as the curtain quickly 


falls.) 


THE END 


$$ 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
(JREETINGS FROM THE FULTONS 


Characters: 3 male; 3 female. 
Playing Time; 25 minutes, 


Costumes: Modern dress for all except Daniel, 
who wears a Santa Claus costume and a 
long white beard. Joan wears a blouse and 
skirt. Cora wears a house dress. Ted wears 
sports clothes and a student jacket. Bessie 
wears a severe, tailored suit. Winston 
wears @ conservative business suit, 


Properties: Christmas decorations and a sign 
reading “Merry Christmas,” for Joan; 
camera with flash attachment, for Ted; 
sheet, for Cora. 


Setting: The living room of the Fulton home. 
There are three entrances to the room — 
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the outside door, upstage center; the left 
door, which leads to the rest of the house, 
and the right door, which leads to the sun- 
room. A divan and coffee table are down- 
stage right. Downstage left is an armchair. 
Slightly upstage and to the immediate 
right of the armchair is a decorated Christ- 
mas tree. The tree is located in such a posi- 
tion that characters standing at upstage 
center must move well downstage before 
they can see the armchair. When the play 
opens, a small stepladder is beside the 
Christmas tree, and a box of tree ornaments 
is on the divan. Additional furniture and 
lamps may be added to furnish the room 
comfortably. 


Lighting: No special effects. 











Shelter for the Night 


by Graham Du Bois 


Characters 

Amos, the innkeeper at Bethlehem 

EpNa, his wife 

ANN, their daughter 

JOSEPH 

Mary 

HANNAH 

Jacon, her son, a shepherd 

Higrop’s MAN 

‘THREE Wisk Men 

SHEPHERDS 

Time: The early morning of Christ's 
birth. 

Serine: The yard of the inn at Bethle- 
hem. 

Ar Rise: EpNa is sealed on a bench. 
ANN enters at portal and stands there, 
looking down the highway. 

Kpna: Where have you been, Ann? 
Your father is very angry. He is 
storming about, looking for you. He 
suspects that you have been keeping 
a rendezvous with Jacob. 

ANN (Quietly): | have been with Jacob, 
Mother. (Turns toward Epna for a 
moment) | have helped him per- 
form an act of mercy. (Turns toward 
highway) Poor, helpless souls! My 
heart bleeds for them. 

Kipna (Perplexed): An act of mercy? 
Of what are you talking, child? 
Ann (Pointing down the highway): 
That wretched couple by the road- 
side with their little donkey. (Turns 
toward bench) They are looking for a 
place where they can spend the 


night. (Walks to bench) They are not 
able to go farther. (Sits) 
I;pNA: You mean they are strangers? 


You know how careful your father is 
about your associating with people 
you don’t know. 
names? 


Did you get their 


ANN (Shaking her head): 1 was too 

busy leading the donkey to think 
that, but I think I heard 
them call each other Mary and 
Joseph. 


about 


KpNA: Have they come far? 

ANN: All the way from Nazareth. They 
are sitting by the road, now, resting 
a moment, before the old man comes 
to ask for a room. Mother, do you 
suppose Father could find a room 
for them? 

KpNA (Shaking her head): 1 don’t know. 
Unless they could pay well, [I’m 
afraid your father would be unwilling 
to help them. 

ANN: Mother, they are 
need, 


in desperate 

The man is old and feeble. 

He couldn’t even lift his wife from 

the donkey’s back. Jacob had to do 

it for him. She 
would touch your heart, and she has 
the most beautiful face [ have ever 
seen. 

EDNA: Beautiful? 

ANN: Yes; beautiful with some inner 
radiance. 


The woman is ill. 


I don’t know how to de- 
scribe it, but it shines through and 
gives her a lovely, sacred look. 





Amos (Entering from inn): So there 
you are! Went off to meet that 
worthless Jacob, I suppose. (Walks 
to bench) 

ANN (Quietly): 1 didn’t go to meet 
Jacob, Father. 

Amos (Silting): | know that you have 
seen him. I can tell by that look 
on your face you always have when 
you two have been together. 

Ann: I admit that I have seen him, 
but only on the highway. 

Amos (/ealedly): On the highway? 
Hanging around my property! 1 
told him to keep away. 

ANN (Calmly): The highway is a public 
thoroughfare, Father. 

Epna: What have you against Jacob, 
Amos? He is a hard-working, honest 
shepherd. 

Amos (Angrily): Hard-working? 
is a miserable loafer. 
him honest, either. 


He 


I wouldn’t call 


Epna: You have no reason to suspect 
him of dishonesty. 

Amos: Well, I do. I suspect him also 
of planning to marry my daughter 
so that he can live here at the inn 
while I work my hands to the bones 
to support them both. (Joseru 
enters through portal.) What do you 
want, old man? 

JosePpH: I want shelter for the night. 
Have you a cheap room? 

Amos (Blunily): There is no room at 
the inn. 

JosepH: Not even some corner where 
you can set up a bed for my wife? 
She is very ill. 

Amos (Coldly): This is an inn, not a 
hospital. 

Epna: Amos, there is that little room 
at the end of the hall which nobody 
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would take. It has no light and 
hardly any air. Surely this poor 
man could have that free. 

Amos (Stubbornly): This is an inn, not 
a charitable institution. 
no free rooms. 

Josepu (/mploringly): 1 beg you to 
have some mercy upon us. My wife 
is unable to go on. 

Amos: That is no concern of mine. 
Be on your way. (Kzit Josern 
through portal.) Worthless vaga- 
bond! (To Epna indignantly) The 
idea of your suggesting that he 
could stay here! Would you ruin 
the reputation of my inn? 

Epna: There is more than the reputa- 
tion of your inn at stake. There is 
your immortal soul. You are a hard 
man, Amos. 


There are 


Amos (Impatiently): Stop preaching, 
will you. I know my business. [| 
have done only what any self-re- 
specting innkeeper would do under 
the same circumstances. 

EpNA (Quietly): But not what God 
would do. 

Amos: Don’t so sanctimonious. 
There is no place for beggars here. 
(Joseru enters through portal. To 
Joseru) You still here? Do I have 
to call Herod’s men to make you 
move on? 

Josreru: I looked through the stable 
door and saw the piles of straw. May 
I take my wife in there? 

Amos (Reflectively): Piles of straw? 
(Mulling the idea over) You have 
given me an idea, old man. On such 
a night as this, with throngs on their 
way to Bethlehem to pay their taxes, 
I believe I could rent sleeping space 
in that stable. 


be 








ANN (Jmploringly): Father, for my 
sake — for God’s sake —— let the 
old man sleep in the stable. 

Amos (Ignoring her): Of course, it is 
a question of how much they could 
pay. 

JosepH: I can make my wife fairly 
comfortable there. At least it will 
shelter her from any rain that may 
come and from the dampness of the 
night. 

Amos: People will have to bid for that 
space. How much can you offer? 

JosepH: I have nothing left except a 
few pieces of silver beyond my tax 
money. 

Amos: Perhaps you have something 
I could take in place of money 
let’s say some trinket, some small 
jewel your wife may be wearing. 

Josepu (Shaking his head): We have 
nothing of any value. 

Amos (Struck by a sudden thought): 
Wait a moment! I have just thought 
of something! (Iises) How did you 
get to Bethlehem? Surely you 
couldn’t have come far on foot: you 
say your wife is ill. 
JOSEPH) 


(Approaches 


Josepu: She rode on our donkey, a 
small, patient beast that seemed to 
understand her urgent need. 

Amos: I might be able to take him as 
payment. What do you say? 

Josepu (Ieluctantly): There seems to 
be no other course open to me. 

Amos: Very well. I'll have to see the 
animal. Where is he? 

Joserpu (Walking to portal): He is 
grazing by the roadside near where 
my wife is sitting. (Followed by 
Amos, he goes out.) 

Epna (Shaking her head sadly): May 


God forgive him! 

Ann: To think that he, my own father, 
could do such a thing! (Buries her 
face in her hands) 

Epna (Listening): I thought, for a 
moment, I heard the strains of 
beautiful music. It seemed to 
come from the 

(There is Christmas musie 
in the distance.) 

ANN: I think I hear it, too. 
what it is. 

Amos (nlering through the portal): 
The little beast is strong enough: 
he can draw a plow. (Rubs his hand 
in satisfaction. To EpNA) You should 
be proud of your husband. 

EpNA: Proud of him for what? 

Amos: For driving a shrewd bargain. 


the hills or from 
heavens. 


I wonder 


That donkey is worth the price of a 


dozen rooms, and [ got him for 
space in my stable. 

IXpNA: I’ve never been more ashamed 
of you in my life. 

Amos (Angrily): Cease your prattle, 
woman. You don’t deserve an in- 


dustrious, enterprising husband. 
(Walks toward inn door) 

EpNA: Where are you going, Amos? 

Amos: To see if I 
for that donkey. 
on the west field in the morning. 


(Enters inn) 


can find harness 


I can get to work 


ANN (Looking around her cautiously 
and then moving closer lo her mother) : 
Mother, I have something to tell 
you. 
stable. 

Epona: The woman in 
What about her? 

ANN (Glaneing fearfully in the direction 
of the inn): She is going to have a 
child. 


It’s about that woman in the 


the stable? 





Eepna (Stunned): She is? How do you 
know? 

Ann: The old man told me. That was 
why he was so anxious to get shelter 
for the night. Her time is near. 

EpNA: Does your father know? 

ANN: I’m sure he doesn’t. If he did, 
he would make them move on. 

Kpna: We must keep it from him, Ann. 
What you have told me has made 
me strangely happy. Somehow, I 
know not why, | have the feeling 
that more than a child will be born 
in that stable tonight. A new prom- 
ise, a new hope, a new leader for the 
world. 

Ann: Mother, I have the same feeling. 
I had it the moment I looked into 
that poor woman’s face. | told my- 
self that here is no ordinary mortal; 
here is one who will be blessed above 
all other women. 

“DNA: I have some baby clothes. 

(Rises) | put them away after little 

Enoch died. I'll give them to the 

child who is to be born tonight. (A 

Christmas song in the distance. She 

sinks back on the bench.) Wow beauti- 

ful that song is! Who is singing? 

Ann: The shepherds on the hills. 
(Rises and looks beyond the stable) 
They have left their flocks and have 
gathered in little groups. I can see 
them clearly. The night is as bright 
as day. 

“DNA: What makes it light so sud- 
denly? It is not yet dawn. 

ANN (Pointing to the sky): It’s that star. 

The 


They are 


| have watched it all evening. 
shepherds see it, 
pointing to it, 


Loo. 


EpNA (Rising and looking up beyond 
the stable): Ann, do my eyes deceive 


me? I could swear that star is 
moving. 

Ann: You are right, Mother. 
noticed it for hours. 

Amos (Entering from inn): Well, I 
found the harness, and (Looks 
from Epna to ANN in amazement) 
What are you two gaping at? 

Kpna (Pointing upward): It’s that 
star above the stable. It is moving. 

Amos (/mpatiently): Simpletons! That 


I have 


star since sundown has been just 
where it 
in the 
before) 


They disturb my guests. 


is now. (Christmas song 
a little nearer than 
Confound those shepherds! 
That 
worthless Jacob is back of all this. 
(To ANN) He is trying to get even 


distance, 


with me for refusing to let you marry 
him. 

ANN: Oh, Father, you are cruelly un- 
fair to Jacob. I 
is with the 


don’t believe he 


shepherds tonight. 


(Jacos enters through portal.) 

Amos (7'0 Jaco): Ah, there you are! 
Kavesdropping, I suppose, to find 
out 


something you can carry to 
Herod’s men? 

Jacos (Quietly): No, 1 came to talk 
business with you. 

Amos: You, a businessman! 
derisively) What do you have in 
mind? Some fool scheme for robbing 
the shepherds? 


(Laughs 


Jacos: I have just been talking with 
the old man in the stable, and he 
Amos (Angrily): You have what? 
Haven't I told you to keep off my 
property? What do you mean by 
meddling in my affairs? 

Jacos: The old man told me that he 
had sold the donkey to you. 

Amos: That 


is no concern of yours. 














Jacos: I should like to buy him from 
you. 

Amos (Amazed): You would like to buy 
the donkey?  (Sarcastically) With 
what? A handful of straw stolen 
from my stable? Why, you hardly 
own the rags on your back. 

Jacon: It is true that I have no money, 
but I can pay you with my labor. 

Amos (Suddenly interested): Just what 
do you mean? 

Jacos: I can work for you without 
pay in exchange for the donkey. 
Amos: Maybe we can make some ar- 
How much labor did 

you have in mind? 

Jacon: I had thought of fifty days. 

Amos: Fifty days? Hardly enough. 
Pauses a moment) Make it sixty 
and the donkey is yours. 

Jacos (Hesitantly): Very well. 
days. 

AMoOs: 


rangement. 


Sixty 


You have driven a shrewd bar- 
(Walks toward inn door) V\\ 


(Enters 


gai). 
draw up the proper papers. 
Jacos exits into stable.) 
I can’t understand what Jacob 
can do with a donkey. 
property. 


inn. 


ANN 


He owns no 
How he use him? 


Kpna: Maybe Jacob counts on making 


can 


a little money selling water from 

Bethlehem. 
need a beast of some kind to carry 
the water. 

Ann: That may be it. (Suddenly 
thoughtful) But, Mother, what of 
that couple in the stable? They 


will need the donkey when they re- 


the well in He would 


Jacob 1s so 
kind and thoughtful I can’t under- 
stand how he could deprive those 


sume their journey. 


poor people of something that is so 
necessary to them. 


:pna (Trying to reassure ANN): But, 
after all, Ann, he didn’t take it from 
them. He bought it from your 
father. 

ANN: Even so, I can’t see how he could 
ever use that donkey without think- 
ing of that wretched couple who 
were forced to part with him. 

Amos (ntering from inn, a document 
in his hand): Everything is in order. 
(Indicates The donkey 
will soon be legally mine to sell to 
Jacob. 

EpNA (Quietly): But far from morally. 

Amos: You are wasting your pearls of 
wisdom, 


document) 


woman. (Looking about 
him) Where is that rogue? ‘Trying 
to get out of an honest bargain, [ 
suppose. It would be just like him. 

Ann: I think he is in the stable. 

Amos: Keeping the other donkey com- 
pany, I guess. (Walks to stable) 
I’ll see that he doesn’t get out of his 
agreement. (/nters stable) 

Ann: How I wish he could get out of 
it! Mother, I never want to see 
Jacob again. 

IpnA: Hush, dear. I am sure that 

Jacob has done nothing wrong. 


HANNAH (Entering through portal): 
Have you seen him? (Looks around 
her fearfully) 1 was sure I would 


find him here. 


Epna: You are looking for your son, 
Jacob? Don’t be alarmed, Hannah. 


Sit on that bench over there and 
tell us what has happened. 

Hannan (Walking to bench): Jacob 
may be taken from me. (Sits) 

Epna (Rising): What do you mean? 
Goes to bench and lays her hand on 
HANNAH’S shoulder) Why, you are 





trembling! What has happened? 
(Sits beside HANNAH) 

HANNAH: Herod’s men are after Jacob. 

ANN (Rising, her hands pressed against 
her bosom): What has he done? He 
has committed no crime. Why 
should they want him.? 

Hannau: They suspect him of being 
an enemy of the state. 

ANN (Sinking back on bench): That’s 
impossible. He is innocent — as in- 
nocent as that unborn babe in the 
stable. (Points to stable) 

Hannau (Terrified, staring at ANN): 
Unborn babe? In the stable? Then, 
it is true! They are here. 

Epna (Gently): Calm yourself, Han- 
nah, and try to tell us just why 
Jacob is under suspicion. 

HANNAH (Gaining control of herself): 
All day long in Bethlehem a rumor 
has been spreading that tonight an 


old prophecy would be fulfilled. 
Ann: An old prophecy? 
HANNAH: Yes; that tonight would be 
born in Bethlehem a child who would 


be a king, a ruler in Israel. The 
people in town have been much ex- 
cited, and news of their turmoil has 
come to Herod’s men. 

ANN: But what has Jacob to do with 
all this? 

HANNAH: Late tonight there came to 
Bethlehem a man leading a donkey, 
on whose back sat a weary woman, 
whose time had almost come. They 
stopped at our house. They wanted 
shelter for the night. We had no 
place to put them. Jacob said he 
thought there would be room at the 
inn, and so he led them out here. 
Somebody reported him to the 
authorities; they are on his trail. 


Ann: There is still time to save him. 
(Rising and calling) Jacob! Jacob! 
(Jacos enters from stable.) Where is 
Father? 

Jacos: He is taking the donkey out to 
pasture. 

ANN (Perplexed): But why is Father 
concerned about the donkey now? 
He is your property. 

Jacos: I think he is afraid the old 
man might steal food for him from 
the bin. 

ANN (Insistently): You must go get 
the donkey at once, Jacob. You 
will need him to escape. 

Jacos: To escape? 

Ann: Herod’s men are hunting for you. 
The donkey will carry you to safety. 

Jacos: The donkey is no longer mine. 

ANN: What are you saying, Jacob? 
You didn’t sell him back to Father? 

Jacos: I gave him to the couple in 
the stable. Their need is greater than 
my own. As soon as they are able to 
travel, they will need him for their 
journey. The lives of that 
woman and her child are far more 
important than mine. If mother 
and infant can be saved, it makes no 
difference whether I die or not. 

ANN (Looking at him in awe): Then 
you know who she is. 

Jacos (Nodding): As soon as I looked 
into her face I knew, and I was will- 
ing to risk my life. 

HANNAH (Rising): This is no time for 
talk. (Walks to portal) Already it 
may be too late. (Looks down high- 
way) They are coming! Herod’s men 
are coming! (Turns back into yard) 
My boy is lost. (Walks to bench) 
There is nothing we can do now. 
(Sits and buries her face in her hands) 


poor 





ANN: We can still hide him. 
his only chance. 

EpNa: Where, Ann? 

Ann: Under the loose 
room, in that space 


That is 


boards in my 

where Father 
keeps his valuables. 

Epna: It is too small. He will suffocate. 

ANN: We shall have to run the risk, 
but I think he will be safe. (To 
Jacos) Follow me. (She enters inn, 
followed by Jacos.) 

Hannan: God grant he may be safe 
there! 

Epna (Listening): I hear Herod’s men 
on the highway. (The sound of 


marching feet) We shall have to 
delay them as long as we can. They 
will want to search the inn. 

Amos (I/ntering from stable and looking 
about him): What is all the com- 
motion about? I heard the tramp of 
marching feet on the highway. (Oné 


of Herod’s men enters through the 
portal.) 

Herop’s Man (Looking around him): 
I want each of you to stay where 
you are. Speak only when you are 
spoken to. 

AMOs: 
keep a respectable inn. 
Hrrop’s Man: Quiet, man! 
called Jacob. 


What does all this mean? 


I seek a 
I have every 
that 
What have you to say to that? 
Amos: He was here 


mahi 
reason to believe he is here. 
a while ago. 

don’t know where he is now. 
Hrrop’s Man: He was seen in town 

less than an hour ago. He was with 
a suspicious-looking couple who were 
seeking accommodations for the 
night, and he is reported to have 
said that he would bring them to 
your inn. 


Amos (Perturbed but trying to cover his 
confusion. Chuckling): Oh, that 
couple? He did bring them here, sir, 
but I told them there was no room 
at the inn. We never admit vaga- 
bonds. Our patrons are among the 
foremost citizens of the empire. 
Even Herod himself has stayed here. 
We have our reputation to uphold. 

Herop’s Man (Half persuaded): 1 can 
well understand. (ANN enters from 
inn) Who is this? 

Amos: That is my daughter. I can 
assure you that she has not been 
off the premises for the past two 
days. (ANN walks to bench.) 

Herop’s Man (Looking about him): 
Well, there doesn’t seem much here 
for me to do. (ANN sits.) But I 
shall have to search your inn. Those 
are my orders. 

Amos: You are more than welcome. 
We have nothing to hide. (He 
walks to inn door, followed by Heron’s 
Man.) I shall conduct you myself. 
(They enter inn.) 

HANNAH (Rising and looking upward 
beyond the stable): That star is getting 
closer. (Christmas song offstage) The 
shepherds seem to be following it. 

Ann (Looking beyond the stable): They 
are coming in this direction. They 

(Walks to 
portal) \’\l go warn them. (zits) 

HANNAH: Edna, when will we know if 
Jacob is safe? (Sits) 

Epna: We must be patient, Hannah. 
Herod’s man has been in there only 
a few moments. 

HaNNAH: Moments sometimes are an 
eternity. What chance do you think 
Jacob has? 

Epna: If he can only get enough air 


must not be seen here. 





to breathe under those boards, he 
may escape. 

Hannan: But Herod’s 
ruthless and thorough. They leave 
no corner unsearched when they are 
looking for a man. 

E-pna: It is very difficult to find Jacob’s 
hiding place. We had been here 
more than a year before we dis- 
covered that space under the floor. 
If Jacob can breathe there for a 
little while, he will be safe. 

ANN (Entering through portal): 1 de- 
layed them for the present. (Walks 
lo bench) But they insist they are 
coming very soon. 

HANNAH: But why are they so anxious 
to be here? 

ANN: They say the Prince of Peace will 
be born in our stable, and they want 
to bring him gifts. 

Herop’s Man (Followed by 
entering from inn): I am 
satisfied that he is not here. 

Amos (Rubbing his hands in gratifica- 
tion): 1 knew you would be. 

Herop’s Man: I am sorry I had to 
disturb you, but you realize that 
there is much disloyalty throughout 
the empire, and Herod has to take 
precautions. (Walks to portal) If the 
man Jacob should appear, you wil! 
notify us at once? 

Amos: Of course I will! I am as anxious 
to lock him up as you are. (Hrrop’s 
Man goes out. To ANN) You see 
how you endanger us all by 
couraging the 
rogue. 

HANNAH (Indignantly): My son is not 
a rogue! 

ANN: He is innocent. 
nothing wrong. 


men are 50 


AMOs, 


fully 


en- 


attentions of that 


He has done 
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EpNA: What he has done may have 
saved the saviour of mankind. 

Amos (Slaring at Epna incredulousl,): 
The saviour of mankind? How you 
talk, woman! 
mind? 

Jacos (Entering from inn, breathing 
heavily): I couldn’t stay there any 
longer. I could hardly breathe. 

HANNAH (Rising and running to 
Jacos): My boy! Thank God, you 
are safe. (//mbraces him) 

Amos (Looking at Jacon in amazement): 
Where did you come from? Skulking 
about my inn, I’ll wager, trying to 
rob my guests. Herod’s man shall 
hear of this. He can’t have gone 
too far. (Walks toward portal) 

ANN (Iising): Father, wait! (Amos 
pauses at portal and turns toward 
Ann. She runs to him.) 
been hiding in the inn. 
there. 

Amos (Staring al ANN, stunned): You 
hid Jacob in my inn? Where? 

Ann: Under those boards in my room. 

Amos (Furiously): Do you know what 


Are you out of your 


Jacob has 
I took him 


you have done, girl? You have 
given this thieving rogue access to 
my most precious possessions. He 


probably has taken a small fortune. 

Jacos (Larnestly): I have taken 
nothing, sir. 

Amos: He must be searched. (Takes 
a few steps toward Jacop and stops) 
No, I’ll let Herod’s man do that. 
(Walks toward portal and stops sud- 
denly) No, I can’t do it. 

EpNA (Rising, delighted): Oh, Amos, 
you are merciful, after all. You will 
spare Jacob. 

Amos: Be quiet, woman! Spare Jacob, 


indeed! I am only sparing myself 
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and you and Ann. (EpNa sinks down 
upon the bench.) Don’t you see what 
this stupid girl has done? She has 
involved us all. A person who abets 
a criminal is as guilty as the criminal 
himself. (Christmas song, very near 
now) Those miserable shepherds! 
They have been howling all night. 
(The Sueruerns enter, bearing gifts: 
flowers, apples, grapes, ele. Angrily) 
What are you doing here, idiots? 
hinst Suepuerp: We seek our king. 
I brought him this wreath of flowers. 
(Shows wreath of wild flowers) 
SECOND SHEPHERD (/olding up 
bunch of grapes): 1 shall offer him 


a 


these grapes. 

THIRD SHEPHERD (Showing a large red 
apple): ‘This 
present. 


apple will be my 
Amos (Contempluously): Fine gifts for 

a king! Where do you think he is? 
First SHEPHERD lo the 


stable): He lies in a manger in your 


(Pointing 


stable. 

Amos (Impatiently): Take your gifts 
to the donkey out there the 
pasture. A donkey is a very suitable 


in 


king for you jackasses. 

First SueenerD (Firmly): We shall 
not leave here until we have knelt 
at the manger. 

Amos: Why, you 
Unless you get back to tending your 


impudent rogue! 
sheep, I'll send for Herod’s men. 
(Enter Tureen Wise MEN carrying 
small caskets of gold, frankincense, 
and myrrh.) 

Amos (Obsequiously): Can I help you, 
gentlemen? I shall be at your dis- 
posal as soon as I have gotten rid 
of these rascals. 

First Wise Man: I beg you, let them 
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remain. It is such as these that He 
has come to serve. 
AMOS (Puzzled): He? 
don’t understand you, sir. 
First Wisk Man: Can it be possible 
that you are unaware of what has 
your 


I’m afraid [ 


been taking place at 


doorstep? The greatest event in the 


very 


history of the world has occurred 


here, and you seem utterly ob- 
livious to it. 

Amos (Still puzzled): 
here? What event? 

First Wise Man: The King of Kings 


has been born in a manger in your 


Has occurred 


stable because you had no room for 
him at your inn. 

Amos: The King of Kings? (Dazed) 
Let me think. There is nobody in 
the stable but that old man and his 
sick 


beggars, vagrants. 


thought they were 
Yet 


Ann saw it, 


wife. I 

there was 
something about her. 
Jacob saw it, but I 

Second Wise Man: You have been 
blind, but, remember, He can give 
you sight. 

Amos: Then there was the song of these 
simple shepherds. Edna heard 
beauty in it, but I heard nothing 
but a jumble of harsh sounds. (The 
SHEPHERDS sing softly) I can hear 
it now. It is as sweet as the songs of 
birds on a summer day. 

Tuirp Wise Man: He will heal the 
ears of many who have been deaf, 
Come, Jet us lay our gifts before 
Him. 

Amos (In consternation): 
have [ to offer Him? 


Gifts? What 

I have turned 
Him away from my inn, I have 
betrayed Him. 

First Wisk Man: 


Many will betray 
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The Case of the Silent Caroler 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 
Papa DuVaAL 
Mamma DuVau 
CreLeste DuVa. | 
Prerre DuVaw > their children 
Marie DuVaL 
Bruce LINDSEY 
ANNA, the cook 
Hans, her husband 
TRUMPET PLAYERS 
CAROLERS 

Serine: The studio-living room of the 
DuVal family. 

At RIsE: PAPA DuVAL, dressed in eve- 
ning clothes and an opera cloak, stands 
in the center of the room reading from 
a newspaper. MAMMA, also in eve- 
ning clothes, CELESTE in a white 
angel costume and Pierre, dressed in 
the surplice of a choirboy, stand near 
Papa. Entirely apart from the central 
group, Marit is seated on the floor 
carefully unpacking the small figures 
that belong in a creche. 

Papa (Reading with exaggerated em- 
phasis): “The Singing DuVals, New 
York’s Most Amazing Musical 
Family, to Be Heard in Varied 
Roles on Christmas Eve!’ Voila, 
mes enfants! We have arrived! Here 
we are for all the world to see! 
Mamma, you are more beautiful 
than a Hollywood star! 

Mamma: And you, Papa, so hand- 
some! So distinguished! 

Pierre (Jumping up and down): Let 


me see! Where am I, Papa? 


Papa: Right here, showing all your 
teeth, even the back ones. 

CrLeste: That horrid dress makes me 
look fat! Oh dear, Mamma, there is 
a smudge... right under my nose! 

Prerre: It’s a moustache! (Laughing) 
You look like the bearded lady! 

Ceveste: Oh, it is horrible! I shall! die! 
Never again will I trust a newspaper 
photographer. Never again! 

Mamma: Hush, Pierre. Do not tease 
your sister. It is not a moustache, 
ma petite, it is just a shadow. Rather 
dramatic, I think. Look again, 
Celeste! See, it is not so bad 

Papa: It is not the moustache that 
matters, Celeste. It is the voice! 
Hear what they have said: “Celeste 
DuVal, the beautiful and talented 
daughter of Marcel and Yvonne 
DuVal, makes her television debut 
tonight in the role of the Singing 
Angel in the NBC Yuletide Festival. 
Miss DuVal’s voice has been pro- 
nounced superb by competent critics 
and the young French star is ad- 
mitted to show great promise in the 
concert field.”” How do you like that, 
my little cabbage? Does that not 
make up for all the photographic 
moustaches in the world? 

CrLesre: Well 
have everything, not even in 


’ 


| guess one cannot 


America. 
PrerReE: What does it say about me, 


Papa? Read what it says about me. 


Papa: It says you are a very small 





boy with the appetite of a horse and 
the energy of a bumble bee. 

Prenre: Now you are teasing. What 

does it say about my voice? Does it 

say I show any promise? Does it, 
Papa? 

Papa (Scanning the paper): Umm... 
well not exactly. But take 
heart, little frog, you are at least 
mentioned. Here it is: “Pierre 

Duval, the youngest member of the 

concert student at St. 


School, 


Clan, is re | 
Andrew’s Choir will 
carry his first solo part in tonight’s 
Christmas Eve service.” 


and 


Prerne: Let me cut out the item for 
my scrapbook, Papa. It is my first 
press notice 

Mamma: Wait till we get more papers, 

Then we will all have clip- 

pings for our records. After Christ- 

mas, we will let Marie paste them in 


W ould like 


chert. 


our serapbooks. 
that, Marie? 
Marie: Yes, Mamma. 
Papa: Of course, she will like it. We 
could not get along without our little 
secretary, could we, Mamma? For 


years she has kept our scrapbooks. 


you 


Is that not so, cherie? 
Marnie: Yes, Papa. 
Papa: And now that we have come to 

America, those scrapbooks will be 

fatter stuffed to over- 

flowing with the DuVal triumphs. 

Ah, this will be a memorable Christ- 
A toast 


than ever, 


mas for all of us. ... 1 pro- 
pose a 


DuVals. 


toast to the Singing 


lor Mamma, the opera; 


for ¢ eleste, the television; for Pierre, 
the church. 
Prerre: And for Papa, the concert 


stage! Marcel DuVal Baritone 


Supreme of stage, screen and radio. 

Papa: Quick, Marie, the glasses. We 
are drinking a toast to the Singing 
DuVals! 

Marie (Rising): Yes, Papa. 

Mamma: But no, Papa! You forget the 
time. Look at the hour. We must fly. 
Marie, my cape, where is my cape? 

Manis: I’ll get it, Mamma. 

CrLeste: And my coat, please bring 
it, Marie. 

Papa: And you, Pierre, your coat, your 
gloves, your boots. Quick, run to 
Marie. Ask her to help you. (Prerre 
runs offstage afler Marie.) And now, 
my hat... my stick, (Crosses and 
recroeses stage, picking up the various 
articles he 
my keys 


names) my gloves ; 
Marie, Yvonne, Ce- 
leste, have you seen my _ keys? 
Where are my keys? 
CELESTE (Joining in the search): You 
had Papa. 
Perhaps you had better take mine. 


But, oh dear, where are they? Marie, 


them this afternoon, 


Mamma, have you seen my keys? 
Mamma: I do not know. I have for- 
gotten my gargle. Marie, Marie, will 
you please bring my gargle . . . and 
my throat lozenges. This dampness 
will make me cough, I know it. 
Papa, have you ordered the car? 
Papa: But yes, an hour ago. It should 
be at the door now. 
Where is Marie? 
Marie (Running in carrying wraps, a 
bottle of gargle and a box of throat 
tablets): Here I am, Papa. Your 
cape, Mamma. Your coat, Celeste. 
And here, Mamma, here are your 
medicines. 
Mamma: Thank you, child. 
you. 


Hurry, hurry! 


Thank 





Papa: My keys, Marie. Help me, have 
you seen my keys? 

Marie: Look in your pocket, Papa. 

Papa: Ah, merci! Merci! I have found 
them. Now come, come, we must 
hurry. Pierre, where is Pierre? 

Mamma: Hurry, Pierre, we must leave 
at once. (PIERRE enfers, his coat half 
on, his boots in his hand, his scarf 
over one arm.) 

Prerre: I’m coming, I’m coming. 

Papa: Look at him! He is not ready. 
Pierre, you are a slowpoke, a tor- 
toise, a little snail. How do you ever 
expect to be a great singer if you 
cannot be on time? 

Marte: Don’t scold him, Papa. I will 
help him. (Marre helps Prerre with 
his clothes.) 

Mamma: Now we are ready. 
Marie. Where is your coat? 


Sut you, 


Papa: And your hat and your gloves? 
What a family! Never ready, never 
on time. 


CrLeste: Sh! Papa! Marie is so busy 
helping everyone else she has not 
had time to dress. Where is your 
coat, little one? I will get it for you. 

Marit: Thank you, Celeste, but I am 
not going. 

ALL: Not going? 

Marie: No, not tonight. 

Mamma: Not going with me to the 
opera? 

Marie: No, Mamma. 

Papa: What is this, ma petite? Not 
going with your father to the Christ- 
mas Eve Concert? 

Marie: No, Papa. 

CELESTE: But, surely, Marie, you will 
want to go with me to the television 
studio. The lights, the people, the 
costumes, cameras, you will love it. 


Marie: Thank you, Celeste, but I’d 
rather not. 

Pierre: Well, good night! Aren’t you 
coming with me to help me dress? 

Marre: One of the older boys will have 
to help you this time, Pierre. 

Mamma: But, my dear child, you can’t 
stay here alone! 

Marie: Why not? I’m used to staying 
alone. I stay here by myself when 
you and Papa are at rehearsals. 

Papa: But it’s Christmas Eve. 

Marie: Perhaps that is why I do not 
want to go, Papa. I would rather 

stay here and arrange the creche. 

See, I have already unpacked the 

figures. I’ll have it all finished when 
you come home. Besides, I can hear 
you on the radio. 

CeLeste: Are you sure it is not some 
other matter that keeps you at home, 
little one? Some American boy, per- 
haps, you have met in school? 

Marie: I am not so lucky, Celeste. I 
have no boy friends. In fact... I 
have no friends at all. 

Mamma (Jn a burst of sympathetic 

My poor petite! You 

You will 

After Christmas we 

We will 


have fancy cakes, an orchestra . 


tenderness) : 
must not feel so lonely. 
have friends. 
shall give a great party. 


I shall make the punch myself. 
There will be dancing. 
Papa: And I will sing for your friends. 
Mamma, Celeste, even Pierre 
we will entertain your young people 
They will see the singing 
DuVals in their own home, at a 
special performance. 
Marie: Thank you, Papa. 
very kind but quick 
You must run. 


You are 
the 
hour! 





Papa: Marie, you are the clever one. 
We forget. Hurry! We're off! 
Goodbye, my child. 

Mamma: Goodbye, cherie. We will 
try to come home early. And if you 
should be afraid, I think Anna is 
still in the kitchen. Perhaps she 
would stay with you. 

Maxie: You forget I am not a baby, 
Mamma. I am not afraid. Goodbye, 
and tell me all about your curtain 
calls when you come home. 

Cr.este: Goodbye, little one. Watch 
for me on the television. I will sing 
only for you. 

Marie: Thank you, Celeste. 
watching. 

Pierre: So long, Marie. Keep your 
fingers crossed for my high C, 

Maxie: You will not fail, little brother. 

(The DuVats exit in a 

rush and a clamor of last farewells. 

At last! 


I’ll be 


(Goodbye. 


They are gone! I can be 


alone. (Picks up the discarded paper) 
The Singing Duvals! 
Family! 


The Famous 

Mamma, Papa, Celeste, 

Pierre! There they are, all of them, 

all except Marie — the tuneless one, 

the monotone! (Crumples paper and 

losses it aside) Oh, why was I ever 

born! (Starts to ery and throws her- 
self on sofa. In afew seconds ANNA 
and Hans enter.) 

ANNA: Excuse, please, Miss Marie. 
Hans and I will go now. 

Marie (Sitting up and wiping her 
eyes): Oh, yes, Anna, 
and Merry Christmas. 

ANNA: Merry Christmas to you, Miss. 
(She hesitates as if to say something 
more.) 

Marte: What is it, Anna? 
want anything more? 


Goodnight, 


Did you 


ANNA: Oh, no. that is. . 
. one small favor, please. 

Marte: Of course, what is it? 

ANNA: It is Hans. (HANs shuffles in 
embarrassment.) He would so much 
like to come in — to see where the 
great DuVals live. 

Hans: Your Papa — your Mamma — 
so great they sing. I have heard 
them in Europe. I hear them now 
on radio. 

Martie: Come in, if it would give you 
pleasure. We live very simply here. 

Hans: This piano, is this where your 
Papa and Mamma do their practice? 

Manie: Yes, this is it. 

Anna: And the lovely Celeste and the 
little boy, they practice in this room 
also, Hans. Someday they too will 

be the great ones. They all have 
the gift. 

Hans: And you, Miss? You also have 
the voice? (There is an embarrassed 
silence.) 

ANNA: Miss Marie is the student, 
Hans. She is the brilliant 
Someday she will... 

Marie: No, Hans, I do not sing. I 
have no voice. 

Hans: No voice? 
A DuVal. . 
possible. 

Marte: But it’s true, nevertheless. I 
am the non-singing DuVal. 

Hans (Laughing politely): I see 


one. 


I do not believe it! 


. no voice! It is im- 


. but 
the violin 


you do not have the voice . . 
you have the gift 
perhaps .. . the cello? 

Marte: No, Hans, no! They started 
me on the violin, but it was no good. 
Even worse than having no voice, I 
have no ear either . . . that is, not 
in & musical sense. 





Hans: I can’t imagine it! Surrounded 
by all this music, you have not the 
ar! Forgive me, Miss, but you must 
be very sad. 

Marie (Angrily): Not at all. You see 
... 1 hate music. I detest it. I put 
up with it only because I must. But 
if I had my way, I’d never listen to 
another bar of it! Never! Never! 
Never! (Bursts into tears) And I 
don’t care who knows it either! Go 
and tell everybody you meet that 
there is DuVal doesn’t 
know one note from another and is 
glad of it! Go on — tell them, I 
Marie — am the black sheep of the 

the skeleton in the closet 

the secret shame of the DuVals. 
(Runs from the room crying) 
ANNA: Now see what you have done, 


one who 


family 


Hans. The poor child! So sensitive 
she is! And so lonely. 

Hans: But, Anna, how could anyone 
hate music on Christmas Eve? 
Music is part of Christmas. It has 
all the beauty, all the meaning. 
Anna, we must do something. We 
must help her. 

ANNA: There is nothing we can do, 
Hans. We cannot give her the voice 
or the ear she does not have. 

Hans: But, Anna... 

ANNA: Come, Hans, we’d better go. 


Enough harm we have done already, 
spoiling the poor child’s Christmas 
Eve. 

Hans: It does not seem like Christmas 
in this house. 
tions - 


There are no decora- 

~no tree. 

ANNA: They are all so busy. There 
has been no time. But see, the little 
one was arranging the creche. (Pick- 
ing up one of the figures) See, here is 


one of the Wise Men. She will place 
them on the table, the Holy Family, 
the Wise Men, the shepherds, the 
oxen and the sheep — even the little 
donkey has his place. Then she will 
use the evergreen branches as a 
background and light the scene with 

. ach, Hans, what a stupid I am! 
I forgot to tell her there is no ex- 
Quick — we must 
catch the Superintendent on our 


tension cord. 


way out and ask him to send one up. 
Come, we must hurry. (ANNA ezils 
quickly. Hans lingers for a few 
minutes. ) 

Hans: Poor child! To think there is no 
song in her heart on Christmas Eve. 
(Approaches radio) Perhaps if she 
would hear the carols (Turns on 
radio and gets an orchestral medley 
of Christmas carols) she might soften 
a bit. And surely she will want to 
hear her father’s concert. (7'iptoes 
out) 

ANNA (Offstage): Hans, where are you? 

Hans: Coming, Anna, coming. (The 
music plays for a few seconds and 
MARIE comes running in.) 

Marie: Anna, Anna, turn off that 
radio. Turn it off at once. Didn’t 
I just tell you (Realizing the 
room is empty, she turns off radio) No 
Christmas carols for me tonight. If 
I’m going to spend Christmas Eve 
alone, I’m going to have peace and 
quiet. (Goes to table and begins to 

arrange the creche.) At least I can set 

up the creche and keep Christmas 

Eve in my own way. It’s good to see 

the little figures again. Oh, here’s 

the little angel! Ah, one wing is 
broken. Perhaps I can mend it later. 

(Doorbell) Now, who can that be? 





If it’s Anna or Hans I’! soon send 
them packing. (Al door) Why, 
Bruce Lindsey! What in the world 
are you doing here? 

Bruce (Entering with extension cord in 
one hand and a trumpet in the other): 
Hello, Marie. I thought you’d be 
surprised to see me. But Anna said 
you needed this extension cord. 

Marie: Anna? 
Anna? 

Bruce: I don’t exactly know her. But 
she came down to tell Grandad to 
send up an extension cord, so I 
brought it up for you. Want me to 
hook it up? 

Marie: But I don’t understand. 
is your Grandad? 

Bruce: The Superintendent! We al- 
ways spend Christmas with him. 
Gee, this is a neat 
Where are your folks? 


How do you know 


Who 


apartment. 


Marie: Out. They all have singing 
engagements for tonight. 

Bruce: Yeah, that’s right. But I just 
thought I might catch them at home. 


Marie: You wanted to meet them? 

Bruce: Oh, sure. I'd love to meet 
them. Especially your Dad. That’s 
why I brought my trumpet. I 
thought .. . 

Manse: Trumpet? I thought you said 
you brought an extension cord. 

Bruce: Oh, I brought that too. But 
you see, I’ve been wanting to get 
some big musician, some guy who 
really knows music to hear me play. 

Marie: My father is a baritone .. . 
not a trumpet player. 

Bruce: Gosh, I know that, Marie. 
But he’s a great musician. He has 
an ear. He’d really know if I were 
good or if I were terrible. 
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Marie: So you used the extension cord 
as a device to get up here and get 
an audition with my father. 

Bruce: Well, in a way, that’s true... 
but in a way it isn’t. You see, I also 
wanted to talk to you. 

Marte: Couldn’t you talk to me at 
school? We see each other every day. 

Bruce: Yeah, I know. That’s just the 
trouble. We see each other but we 
never talk. You always go along 
with your nose stuck up in the air 
so high and mighty a guy kind of 
hates to ask you... 

Marie (Gelling interested): Ask me 
what? 

Bruce: Well, ask you for a date or 
anything. 

Marie (Sitting down suddenly): You 
mean you've actually thought of 
asking me for a date! 

Bruce: Well, yes, yes, I have. Ever 
since you came to our school, I’ve 
wanted to get to know you. So 
would a lot of other guys, I guess, 
but you’re always so standoffish. 
But I guess that’s just part of being 
a famous person. 

Marie: I’m 
Bruce. 


not a famous person, 

Bruce: But you belong to a famous 
family. Gee, everybody’s heard of 
the DuVals. They’re something 
special. So I figured you must be 
special, too. 

Marte: Thanks, Bruce. 
at all, not really. 

Bruce: Now that we’ve exchanged 
compliments, why not let me help 
you with the extension cord? I bet 
you were going to use it for Christ- 
mas tree lights. 

Marte: No, I was going to use it to 


But I’m not 








illuminate the creche. We have one 
every year. Only this year no one 
has had time to arrange it but me. 
I want to fix it so it looks as if the 
light is coming from a star. 

Bruce: That should be easy. Maybe I 
can rig up a reflector. (Works around 
the table with the creche. As Marir 
places the figures, he fixes the light.) 

Marte: It’s wonderful of you to help 
me. It’s ever so much fun when two 
are working together. 

Bruce: Sure. No fun to be working 
alone, especially on Christmas Eve. 

Marie: There! How does that look? 

Bruce: Swell. Now one minute and 
I’ll turn on the light. There! 

Marte: Oh, it’s beautiful! Mamma and 
Celeste will be so pleased. And 
Papa will wonder how I did it all 
myself. Now it really seems like 
Christmas. Thank you, Bruce, 
thanks a lot. Maybe I can do some- 
thing for you sometime. 

Bruce: Maybe you could do something 
for me right now. 

Marie: Right now? 

Bruce: Yes. What are your plans for 
the rest of the evening? 

Marie: Why ... nothing...er... 
that is, I haven’t exactly decided. 

Bruce: Then how about going out 
with me? Would your parents 
object? We could leave a note. 

Marte: Oh, no, they would not object. 
They would be pleased. They want 
me to make friends. Mamma can’t 
understand why no young folks 
come to the house. 

Bruce: Well, they’ll be coming from 
now on. What do you say, Marie? 
Shall we spend Christmas Eve to- 
gether? 


Marie (Hesitates 
courage): Yes, yes. 
wonderful adventure. 
we go? 


and then gathers 
It will be a 


Where shall 


Bruce: There’s only one place to go 
on Christmas Eve, Marie. We're 
going caroling. 

Marte (Horrified): What do you mean? 

Bruce: What do I mean? We’re going 
caroling, that’s what I mean. (Con- 
sults watch) In a few minutes the 
whole gang will be here and wait till 
they see you. Will they ever be 
surprised ! 

Martie: Wait a minute. You expect me 
to go around the streets singing 
Christmas carols? 

Bruce: Sure. It’s a lot of fun! And 
when the gang sees I have a great 
singer like you, they’l! pass out from 
excitement! 
time tonight. 

Marte: And what makes you think I 
am such a great singer? 

Bruce: Why, you’re a DuVal, aren’t 
you? All the DuVals can sing. 

Marie: Have you ever heard me sing? 

Bruce: Well ...no... 1 can’t say 
that I have. But I’ve heard the rest 
of your family and... 

Marie (Grabling crumpled newspaper 
and thrusting it under his nose): Then 
take a look . Here’s a picture of the 
singing DuVals. 
out? 

Bruce (Looking at picture): Well, no 
... I can’t seem to recognize you. 

Marte: That’s because I’m not there. 
Look . . . look at the names... 
Marcel DuVal. That’s Papa. Yvonne 
DuVal. That’s Mamma. Celeste, 
my sister. Pierre, my brother. Do 
you see the name of Marie? Tell me, 


We'll really have a 


Can you pick me 












do you see the name of Marie? 
Bruce: Well, gee whiz! 
have left you out. 
Marie: And do you know why? 
Bruce: Maybe 
something. 
Marie: No, I was not sick. I was right 
here in this room when the picture 
was taken. 


They must 


you were sick or 


I was left out because I 
I am not one of the 
singing DuVals. (Laughs bitterly) 
And you ask me to go caroling! 

Bruce: Well, blow me down! 

level, Marie? 
really sing? 

Marie: Not even a little bit. 


cannot sing. 


Is this 

on the Can’t you 

Listen, 

Bruce Lindsey, I can’t even carry a 

tune. I’m a monotone. 

Bruce: Weill, I'll be doggoned! 

Maris: Now,will you get out of here 
and take this miserable instrument 
with you? 

Bruce: But why should [ get out? 
Why are you so upset? 

Marie: You thought you were getting 
a celebrity to go caroling with you 

. someone with a great voice that 
would carry the lead parts. Well, 
now you know. I’m not the girl. So 
you’d better go. 

Bruce: funny girl, 
Marie. Sure | thought you could 
sing. It was only natural, you being 
a DuVal. And you're right. I 
thought it would be a good idea to 
have you in our group. 


(Gee, you're a 


But now 
that I know you can’t sing, it doesn’t 
matter. I still go 
caroling. 

Marie: Why on earth should I? I 
can’t sing a note, I tell you. 

Bruce: So what? If you can’t sing, 

keep quiet or make your mouth go. 


want you to 
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Or better still, sing anyway. 


No- 
body will hear you, and you’ll have 
just as much fun as if you were 
Lily Pons. 

Marie: I couldn’t do that. 

Bruce: Why not? That’s what I do. 
I’ve done it for years. 


Marie: You mean you can’t sing 
either? 

Bruce: I have a voice like a crow. 
But I love Christmas carols and 


nobody’s going to cheat me out of 
them. Why, caroling is part of 
Christmas. You just wait and see. 

Marte: I'd never dare. 

Bruce: Don’t be silly. Why miss the 
best part of Christmas just because 
you can’t sing? I tell you what 
you stand next to me, sing as loud 
as you can, and I promise to drown 
you out with my trumpet. 

Marte (Laughing): Maybe it would be 
fun. But I wouldn’t want anyone 
to know that a DuVal can’t sing. 

Bruce: No one will ever hear you once 
I start on that trumpet. 

Marie: You can’t imagine how awful 
it is to live in a family where singing 
is as natural as breathing and every- 
one has perfect pitch. It wouldn’t 
be so bad for you, because you can 
play a trumpet. I have no talent at 
all, no ear for any instrument. 

Bruce: Don’t make me laugh. 

Marte: Have I said something funny? 

Bruce: You said I could play a trum- 
pet. 

Marte: But can’t you? 

Bruce: It’s a matter of opinion. Our 
band leader puts me between two 
good guys so no one hears me. 

Marie: But you wanted an audition 
with Father. 











Bruce: But I didn’t say why. Now 
I’) tell you. Grandad has been 
giving me trumpet lessons for five 
years and I still can’t play. I know 
I'll never make a good trumpet 
player but he won’t give up. I 
figured if I could get a great musician 
like your Dad to tell him how bad I 
really am, he’d be convinced and 
stop wasting his money. 

Marie (Laughing heartily): Oh, Bruce, 
I never heard anything like it. 
You’re wonderful. 

Bruce: That, too, is a matter of 
opinion. But there’s no question 
about Christmas carols. They are 

the 

And do you know what, 


the most wonderful music in 
world. 
Marie? 
Marie: What? 
Bruce: When you go caroling you 


think about the carols and what they 
mean and you think about the people 
who may be listening and what the 
music might mean to them. You 
don’t think about yourself at all. 

Marte: I think I see what you mean, 
Bruce. Maybe you’re right. Maybe 
I have been thinking too much about 
myself. (Sound of Caro.ers off- 
stage.) 

Bruce: Listen, the gang’s arriving. 
Shall I tell them to come up and 
wait for you to join us? 

Marie: Oh, yes, Bruce. Hurry and 
tell them. I’ll get ready as fast as I 
can. 

Bruce: No sooner said than done. I’ll 
be back in a jiffy. (As Bruce exits 
on one side of the stage, ANNA and 
Hans enter from the other.) 

Marie (Jn surprise): Anna! 
I thought you had gone. 


Hans! 


Anna: We could not bear to think of 
you here alone on Christmas Eve. 

Hans: I thought we might help you 
arrange the creche and fix the lights. 

ANNA (Noticing creche): But look! It 
is finished. How did you manage? 

Marte: Oh, Anna, I am not alone any 
more. I have a friend. Many 
friends. In a few moments they will 
be here. 

ANNA: Who, little one? 
friends? 

Marte: The carolers, Anna. For the 
first time in my life, I am going 
caroling. 

Hans: Bless you, child. Now you are 
really keeping Christmas. But Anna, 
did you not hear? The carolers are 
coming. That means hot chocolate, 
sandwiches, a bit of cake. Why are 
we standing here? Quick — to the 
kitchen, march! 

Anna: Ach yes, now it is really Christ- 
mas in this house. 


Who are your 


I’ll have every- 
thing ready in a few minutes, Miss 
Marie. And 
warmly if you’re going with them. 
The cold 


standing on 


remember to dress 


creeps in when you're 


these windy . street 
corners. 

Marte: I’m sure I'l] be warm, Anna. 
And thank you for coming back. It 
was sweet of you. (As ANNa turns lo 
go) And, Anna, tell Hans I didn’t 
really mean it what I said about 
hating music. It isn’t true. I love it. 
That’s why I hate not having a voice. 

Anna: I know, child. But the voice 
doesn’t really matter. With music, 
it’s the heart that counts. 

Marte: Ah, Anna, I wish the family 
felt the way you do about it. But 
they are so ashamed of me. 








Anna: Nonsense, child, this family 
dotes on you. (CAROLERS arrive, 
headed by Bruce and three other 
trumpeters. Kait ANNA.) 

Au: Merry Christmas! Merry Christ- 
mas! 

Bruce: Here we are, Marie. 
do you want us? 

Marie: Just flop anywhere you can 
find a chair. I’m so happy to have 
you. If you don’t mind waiting a 
few minutes, we'll have some hot 


W here 


chocolate and Christmas cookies. 

Boys: We'll wait. 

Puy.us: It’s wonderful to be here, 
Marie. We’re all thrilled to pieces. 

turn: I’ve wanted to come to see you 
for ages, but I never quite had the 
nerve. Are you really coming with 

us? 

Bruce: You bet she is. You’d better 
go get your wraps, Marie. I'll get 
this gang into a practice session 
while you’re gone. 

Marie: O.K. I won’t be long. (zit) 

Bruce: Come on, gang, let’s “Deck the 
Halls with Boughs of Holly,” and 
watch those fa-la-la-la-la’s. (They 
sing the carol accompanied by the 
trumpets. Al the end of carol, Marte 
enters left stage as ANNA and Hans 
enter right.) If we had another two 
weeks on that number, we’d really 
be good. Now let’s try “Joy to the 
World.” 

Puy.uis: Wait a minute. Here’s Marie. 
Let her sing the first verse and we'll 
take it up from there. 
Marie. 

Manrte: Oh, | couldn’t possibly. 

Rutru: Don’t tell me an old trouper 
like you gets stage fright. Come on. 
We won’t take “No” for an answer. 


Come on. 





This is 
strictly an amateur performance. 
We’re having no professionals. Is 
that clear? 

PHyYLLIs: But we can’t leave this house 
without hearing a DuVal sing a 


Bruce: Oh, yes you will. 


Christmas carol. It wouldn’t be 
right. 

Hans (Moving forward toward the 
radio): The young lady is right. If 
I am not mistaken, this is the hour 
of Marcel DuVal’s concert. Listen, 
you shall hear a DuVal on Christmas 
Eve. (Turns on radio. There is a 
burst of applause, then Para DuVau’s 
voice.) 

Papa (On radio): Thank you, thank 
you. Merci. Merci. And now one 
word about my next number. I sing 
it as a Christmas greeting to my 
youngest daughter, Marie. Perhaps 
you do not know our little Marie 
You do not see her picture with the 
Singing DuVals. You do not read 
her name in the papers. That is be- 
cause the Good God has not given 
her the singing voice, but He has 
given her the singing heart. We 
other DuVals could not do without 
her willing hands, her wise little 
head. And so tonight, wherever we 
sing, Mamma in her opera, Celeste 
in her studio, even little Pierre in his 
choir, we sing to Marie who waits 
for us at home this Christmas Eve. 
Merry Christmas, Marie, may you 
always hear the song in your heart. 
(At this point, any Christmas carol 
recording may be used that is sung by 
a singer of Para DuVat.’s calibre.) 

Marie (Greatly moved): Thank you, 
Papa. Thank you. And now, my 
friends, I think my father would like 
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it very much if we all joined with him 
in the singing. Enjoy yourselves 
and forget that you are singing with 
a great artist. On Christmas Eve, 
just open your mouths and your 
hearts will make the music. As for 
me, although I might seem silent, 
you can be sure I’m singing louder 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Cask OF THE SILENT CAROLER 


Characters: 4 male; 4 female; male and female 


extras. 


Playing Time: 30 minutes. 
Costumes: Papa wears evening clothes and a 


cloak. Mamma also wears evening clothes. 
Celeste is dressed in the long white costume 
of the Christmas angel, Pierre in the sur- 
slice of a choirboy. Pierre puts on a coat, 
oo and a scarf when he goes out. The 
other DuVals also put on wraps when they 


exit. The rest of the cast wear everyday 
clothing and the trumpeters and carolers 
wear sweaters, coats, etc., when they enter. 

Properties: Newspapers, small figures for 
creche (wrapped up), hat, stick, gloves, 
keys, wraps, bottle of gargle, box of throat 
tablets, evergreen branches, extension cord, 
trumpets, records of applause and baritone 
singing carol. 

Setting: The studio-living room of the DuVal 
family. Several music racks, an open violin 
case, a piano laden with music, a metro- 
nome, a few framed pictures of celebrities, 
etc., suggest that the room is used by a 
family of musicians. Down right is a table 
to be used for the creche. Up center is a 
large radio. Door at right leads to kitchen 
and service entrance, door at left to front 
door and other rooms of apartment. 

Lighting: A light should be arranged so that 
it can be turned on to light up the creche. 


than all the rest. (Curtain) 





THE END 





Because of the popularity of this play, it is rep rinted 
here from the December, 1951 issue. 
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Just Published! 
THIRTY PLAYS for CLASSROOM READING 


by Donald D. Durrell and B. Alice Crossley 
Professors of Elementary Education, Boston University 


An anthology of top-quality plays edited and adapted for class reading by two leaders 
in elementary education. The thirty plays in this book were selected after careful 
testing of many plays in classrooms by more than 500 children and teachers. Stage 
directions are replaced by a narrator’s voice so that the entire dramatic plot is un- 
folded through lively dialogue. 


The editors have grouped the plays in three sections to provide a gradual development 
from easy to more advanced reading. Clear instructions are given for the teacher, 
and practice exercises for the pupils introduce each play. Ideal for fourth, fifth, and 
sixth grades as a regular or supplementary reading text. Helpful also for children 
who have reading difficulties. 


(text edition) $3.00 
(trade edition) $3.75 


Middle Grades. 204 pages 
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The 22 lively one-act plays in this col- 
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every-day plays. Simple settings and in- 
expensive costuming make them ideal 
for amateur presentation. 


Junior and Senior High 465 pages; $5.00 


Holiday Plays for Little Players 


by Desporan NEWMAN 
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33 imaginative short plays for all major 
holidays and special occasions such as 
Book Week, Flag Day, Election Day, ete. 
Lower Grades 286 pages; $4.00 


Round-the-Year Plays for 
_ Children” 


by Atice Very 
Included are 35 short plays for holidays 
and festive occasions, adaptations of 
folk tales and legends, nature plays, ete. 
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Blue-Ribbon Plays for 
Graduation” 


edited by Sytv1a E. KAMERMAN 
An anthology of exciting dramatic ma- 
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Junior and Senior High 203 pages; $3.50 


Four-Star Plays for Boys*” 


edited by A. S. Burack 
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STANDARD CLOTHBOUND EDITIONS 
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Fisher $3.75 
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Paradis $3.00 
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Hark and McQueen $4.00 
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Fisher $3.75 
LirrLe Piays ror Litre PLayvers** 
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Miller $4.00 
Mopern Comepriges ror YouNG PLayers*™ 

Hark and McQueen $4.00 
Piays ror Great Occasions” 

DuBois $3.75 
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Burack $3 
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Part Two 


Middle Grades 





Adobe Christmas 


by Mary Nygaard Peterson 


Characters 
Papa Lopez 
Mama Lopez 
Rosa | 
PEDRO, 
Mr. Rivera 
Mus. Rivera 

Time: Christmas Eve. 

SETTING: The main room of the Lopez 
home, near Santa Fe, New Mexico. 

At Rise: Papa is putting on heavy 
ouldoor wraps. Mama is helping him, 
and the children, Rosa and Pepro, 
look on, handing him gloves, cap, and 
scarf as he needs them. 

Mama: Do you think you should go 
out on a night like this? I am sure 
there will be a storm. (She looks 
out window.) It is beginning to snow 
already. 

Papa: Don’t worry, Mama. | can find 
my way to the city and _ back 
blindfolded. If it is a stormy night, 
so much the better. People in Santa 
Fe will be needing wood both 
for their fireplaces and for their 
beacon lights. 

Rosa (Taking one of her father’s hands 
in both of hers): Papa, if you sell 
all your wood will you bring us some- 
thing from Santa Fe? 

Papa (Smiling at her): What would you 
like to have, Rosa? 

Rosa (Clasping her hands and looking 

upward dreamily): Would there be 


> their children 
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enough money, do you think, for a 
doll? One of those that says ‘Ma- 
ma?” 

Papa (Soberly): | don’t think so, little 
one. Dolls cost a lot of money. 
Even with three burros carrying 
wood, I don’t think I would have so 
much money. 

Pepro (Giving a tug to Papa’s other 
hand): Would you have enough 
money to buy some candy and nuts 
for us, Papa? 

Papa: I think I can promise you that, 
Son. St. Nicholas is probably in 
Santa Fe right now, and he always 
sees that we have something for our 
piflata. 

Pepro (Jumping and clapping): Oh, 
goody. Be sure to find the good 
saint, Father. 

Papa: If he is there, I will find him. 

Pepro: I know you will, Papa. And 
then, when all the candy is in the 
pifiata, bang, I will break it with my 
stick, and all the good things will 
come falling down on me. (//e makes 
a gesture with arms curved over his 
head and descending upon his 
shoulders.) 

Papa (Laughing): What a shower of 
blessings that will be! 

Pepro (Looking around seriously): But 
they will be for everyone — for 
Rosa, and Mama, and you, not just 
for me. 





Papa: That’s a good boy. Now I must 
hurry along so that I will be back 
when the Christ Child to 
bless our home. 

Rosa: We'll keep the beacon fires 
burning so the Christ Child will 
be sure to find the house. 

Mama: The fires will help guide you 
safely home, too, Papa. 


comes 


Papa (Going to door and opening it): 
That will be fine, Mama. I 
look for the light of the fires. 

CHILDREN: Goodbye, Papa. 

Papa: Goodbye, for a little while. (/e 
exus.) 


will 


Rosa (Turning from door): It already 
seems lonesome without Papa. 
Mama (Busy pulling on her wraps): 
Keep busy and the time will go 
faster, 
Pepro (Alarmed): Where are you 
going, Mamacita? Aren’t you going 
to stay here with us? 


MAMA and 


(Laughing palling his 
shoulder): Of course, I’m going to 
stay with you, Son. But I 


yather wood for our fires 


must 

a great 

We don’t want the 
fires to go out before Papa gets back. 
(She opens the door.) 
dren, now. Rosa, you are in charge. 
No mischief! (zits) 

Pepro (Half whining): Now it is lone- 
some. I wish Mama didn’t have to 
go out. 

Rosa (Practically): She does have to, 
though. 


deal of wood. 


Be good chil- 


How else could we keep 
our fires burning? 

Pepro: I don’t care whether the fires 
burn or not. I want Mama to stay 
here. 

Rosa (Shocked): You don’t care about 


the fires? Don’t you care if the 
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Christ Child can’t find our house? 

Pepro (Cautiously): Couldn’t He find 
it anyway? 

Rosa: He might, or He might not. Our 
house is built of adobe, you know, 
and it is hard to find. From a dis- 
tance, it looks just like the hillside. 
The Christ Child might pass it by. 
Lots of other travelers do. 

Pepro (Undecided): Maybe so. 

Rosa: And even if the Holy Child 
could find the house, don’t you 
want the fires to light Papa home? 

Prepro (Nodding): Yes, I do. But I 
wish Mama would come in soon. 
(IIe goes to window.) It’s snowing 

hard now, Rosa. I can’t see any- 

Do you think the Christ 

Child is out in this storm? 

{o0sa: I suppose He is. He has to bless 

But I’m 

sure He is all right. Come, help me 

with the manger scene. It’ll make 


thing. 


all the houses this night. 


the time pass faster. 

Pepro: May I hold the Baby Jesus 
when you make the manger ready 
for Him? 

tosa (Picking up the doll tenderly): 
If you will hold, Him carefully. He 
is very precious, you know. (She 
holds the doll lovingly to her cheek be- 
fore putting it into Prpro’s oul- 
stretched arms.) 

Pepro (Cradling the doll lovingly and 
rocking Him in his arms): Rosa 

t0sa: What is it, Pedro? 

Pepro: Why the Christ Child 
coming here tonight — the real One, 
I mean? 

Rosa (Impatiently): 
house, of course. 


is 


To bless the 
Then we won’t 
have any sorrow or trouble all next 


year. 





Pepro: Oh. 

Rosa (Giving a final vat to the interior 
of the manger): Let me have the 
Precious Baby now, Pedro. His 
bed is ready for Him. (She takes the 
doll, holds it lovingly a moment, and 
then places it in the manger.) 

Pepro (Sad again): Mama’s been gone 
an awfully long time. 

Rosa (Importantly): Now don’t be a 
baby. I'll find you a cracker, if 
you like. Will that make you feel 
better? (Pepro nods. He 
the cracker Rosa gives him. 


munches 


MAMA 
enters, covered with snow.) 


Mama (Gasping as she forces the door 
shut): My! What a wind! 

Pepro (Brushing off the snow): You’re 
covered with snow, Mama. Are you 
cold? 

Mama (Shaking snow off her wraps and 
hanging them up): Very cold, my 


pet, but I'll soon be warm now that 

I’m indoors. (She blows on her fingers 

and rubs her cheeks to bring warmth 

into them. She looks around.) Uave 
you been good children? 

Pepro (Proudly): Rosa let me hold the 
Baby Jesus. 

Mama (A ffectionately): That was nice. 
She sits near fireplace.) 

tosa: Did you get enough wood to 
last the night, or will you have to 
go out again? 

Mama: I hope it will last. Will you 
please see if the fires are still burn- 
ing? The wind may have blown 
them out before they got started. 
(Rosa and Pepro peer out the win- 
dows. ) 

Pepro: They’re still burning, Mama. 
They look pretty. 


Rosa (Lacited): Mama! Mama, come, 
look! 

Mama (ising): What’s the matter, 
Rosa? What do you see? 

Rosa: Look! Is that a burro, with a 
woman on its back? Is it? 

Mama (Wonderingly): Yes, Rosa, it is. 
There is a burro with a woman on 
its back, and a man walking beside. 

Rosa: Mama, is it do you think it 
is the Holy Family? 

Mama (Briskly): Whoever it is, they 
will need shelter and warmth this 
cold night. (She goes to door, opens 

Then she 

Come in, friends, 

(Mr. and Mus. 

Murs. Rivera carries 
a large doll, wrapped in a blanket.) 

Mr. Rivera Thank 
Sefora. I turned my burro 

shed. Was that all right? 

Mama: That was exactly right, Sefior. 

(She 
begins helping Murs. Rivera with her 
wraps.) What a lovely child! 

Mrs. Rivera: Thank you. He is a 
good boy, and no worse for the cold, 
thank goodness. 

Mama (Placing chairs and making the 

We didn’t 

pect to see anyone out this stormy 


night. 


it, and stands looking out. 
calls.) Come in. 
and get warm. 
RIVERA enter. 
Bou ny): you, 
into 
your 


Come in and warm yourself. 


guests comfortabli eXx- 


Pepro (Seriously): “xcept the Christ 
Child. We built fires to guide Him 
to our house. 

Mrs. Rivera We 
were glad to follow your beacons. 
I am afraid we might have been lost 
without them. 

Mr. Rivera: It w 


when we left Santa Fe. 


Sm ili ng al h bmn 


as clear and calm 


We could 





see the stars shining low overhead, 
and very bright. 
Mus. Rivera: That is why we decided 
to visit Mr. (She 
that her husband is Mr. 
tivera.) He lives in a cabin farther 
up the mountain. We thought he 
might be lonely this Christmas Eve. 
Mama: | didn’t know that anyone 
lived farther up the mountain. It 
must be very stormy up there. (She 





Rivera’s father 
indicales 


I am 
glad you saw our lights and stopped 
here. 


goes lo look out the window.) 


You must stay until you are 
sure you can find your way. 
Mrs. Rivera: Thank you. 
do that. 
has been watching the baby.) 
t08A: Doesn't the baby ery? 
Mrs. Rivera Not 


We will 


(Rosa has approached and 


(Smiling): very 
often. He is a good baby. (There 
is a slamping outside the door. Para 


enters.) 

tosa and Pepno (i xrcitedly): Papa! 

Para: Here | (Ile removes his 
wraps and shakes the snow from them.) 
It’s a good night to be home. I 
was glad to follow the light from 
your bonfires, Mama. (//e looks at 
her, and then questioningly at the 
strangers.) 


am. 


Mama: These are the Riveras, Papa. 
Para (Bowing to them politely): Our 
house is your house. 

Mr. Rivera: Thank you. 
beacons led us to safety. 
Rosa (Taking her father’s hand): Did 
you bring me a dolly from Santa 

Fe, Papa? 
Pepro (Al his other hand): Did you 
bring some candies and nuts? 
Para: Yes, to both of you. Here is 
your dolly, Rosa. (He hands her a 


Your 
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package. She turns it over and a 
doll says “‘Mama.’’) Don’t peek in- 
side yet — not until I say so. 

Mama: But Papa, could you afford it? 

Papa: It was on sale, Mama, marked 
’way down. (He puts other small 
packages on table.) 

Pepro (Jumping up and down): 
candy, Papa? The nuts? 


The 

(He tries 
to feel the packages.) 

Papa (Laughing and pulling him back): 
Just a minute. Just a minute. We 
must put them in the pifata. 

Pepro (Hopping with excitement): Did 
the good saint give them to us, 
Papa? Did he? Did he? 

Para (Laughing): How else do you 
suppose I got them? (//e stuffs 
small gifts and candies into the pinata, 
a strong tissue bag shaped and colored 
lo represent some lird, animal or 
Jigure. Rosa and Prepro watch him.) 
How about a pieceof that string, 
Rosa? 
has given her.) 

Rosa: All right, Papa. (She removes 
the string and hands it to him.) Vil 
put my dolly on the table until it is 
time. (She squeezes the box and puts 
ait on the table.) 

Para (Holding the pinata up by the 
string): Now we'll see if this will hold. 

Pepro: It'll hold, Papa. It'll hold. 
Hang it up, Papa, and let me hit it. 
I bet I can break it. 

Para (Hanging it up): We'll soon see. 
Mama, this boy thinks he can break 
the pifiata. Do you have a blindfold? 

Mama: Right here, Papa. All ready. 
(She hands him a kerchief.) 

Para: Hold still. (He les kerchief 
over PrpRo’s Here’s your 
stick. (He picks one up from beside 


(He indicates the package he 


eyes.) 

















the fireplace. temember, now, 


strike just once. Then it will be 
tosa’s turn. 

Rosa (Jumping up and down): Oh, I 
hope he misses it. I hope he misses. 
(Pepro makes a wild swing and 

MISSES, ) 


tosa (Jumping up and down): You 


missed. You missed. It’s my turn 
now. 
Para: Hold still, then. (//e puts 


blindfold on her.) 

Pepro (Peering up at her eyes): She 
can see. She’s peeking! 

Rosa (Vigorously): | can’t, either. 

Para: Just one swing now, Rosita. 
(Ie gives her the sticl:. 
deliberately and misses.) 

Prepro: My turn. My turn. This time 
I’ll break it. 

Para: All right, Son. Surely someone 
in this house will break the pifiata 
and give us a lucky year. 

Pepro: I will. I will. I'll break it 
this time. Give me the stick, Papa. 

Papa: Just a minute. Let me check 
your eyes. (Pepro strikes the pinata 
and breaks it.) 

Pepro (Ripping the blindfold off): 1 did 
it! We'll have a lucky year! Come 
on, Rosa! Come on, everyone! (//e 


Rosa swings 


makes an all-inclusive gesture. The 
children scramble to pick up goodies 
and gifts while the older foiks smile 
al them and at each other. Impulsively) 
I’m going to give some of my gifts 
to the Baby Jesus. (//e tucks one or 
iwo into the manger.) Here, these are 
for you. 

tosa: And I would like to give some 
to the real baby. (7’o Mrs. Rivera) 
Could I give the baby some of the 
little gifts? 
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Mrs. Rivera (Smiling): I will 
keep it for him, since you are so 
kind as to offer it. You keep the 
others. 

Prepro (Not to be outdone): | want to 
give the baby fwo presents. 

Mrs. Rivera (Smiling at him): Since 
you wish it, you may. I will keep 
them for him. Thank you. 

PAPA 


One. 


(landing PepRro a package): 
Here is something else for you, Son. 
Rosa has her doll, you may have this. 

Pepro (Ripping off a paper): A truck! 
A dump truck! (Seeing Pepro open 
his gift, Rosa unwraps her doll at a 
nod from Papa. She 
her cheek immediately. ) 

Para: A dump truck is a good thing 
to have. 


cradles it to 


Now you can haul clay 
and build pueblos and adobe houses 
(Iie looks at 
baby, 


wherever you wish. 

Rosa.) How’s the new 
Losita? 

Rosa: She’s wonderful, Papa, Mama. 
Thank you! 


both, and they at her.) 


(She smiles happily at 


Pepro: Thank you, Papa. (He begins 
wheeling the truck on the floor.) 

Mr. Rivera (After looking out the 
window): This is happy 
place, but the storm is over. Do 


such a 


you think we had better go on, 
Maria? 
Mrs. Rivera (Graciously): Whatever 


you think, José. 


mediately. ) 


(She rises im- 

Mama: I! will help you with your wraps. 
Thank you for visiting our home. 
(Mr. Mrs. 
tiveRA bows and exils. Mn. Rivera 
turns back.) 

Mr. 


tIVERA opens the door. 


tiveraA: Thank you for your 





shelter and warmth. (Papa and be, it was the Holy Family? 


Mama bow.) Mama: Who are we to think about 
Papa: You have honored our house. such things? It is our duty to help 
(The door closes behind the Riveras.) those who need help, to shelter 
Mama: I never knew there was any those who need shelter. It is not 
house farther up the mountainside right for us to ask who they are. 
than ours. Papa (Gently): Yet, the Holy One 
Papa: If there is, I have never seen it, Himself once said, “As ye give it 
or heard of it, and I have been all unto the least of these, my brethren, 
over the mountainside. ye give it unto Me.” 
Rosa (With awe): Do you think, may- THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 
ApoBe CHRISTMAS 
Characters: 3 male; 3 female. 
Playing Time: 15 minutes. 


Costumes: Everyday, inexpensive clothing for 
all, Outdoor wraps for Papa, Mama, and 
Mr. and Mrs, Rivera. 


Properties: Box of crackers, for Rosa; large 
doll, with blankets, to represent the Rivera 
baby; handkerchief, for Mama; three 
packages containing small toys and fruits, 
doll, and dump truck, for Papa. The pifiata 
is usually a pottery jar, shaped and deco- 
rated in some unusual way. For use in the 
play, however, a paper pifiata, shaped and 
colored to represent some bird, animal, or 
figure, may be used. Small gifts and candy 
are placed in the pifiata, and a long stick is 
used to break it. 


Setting: A very plain room with simple furnish- 
ings: a wooden table and chairs, a fireplace 
in one corner, a cupboard near the table. 
There is a door upstage center. On each 
side of the door is a curtained window. At 
one side of the room is a manger scene, with 
a doll in the manger. 


Lighting: No special effects. 








Holiday for Santa 


by Jessie Nicholson 


Characters 
SANTA CLAUS 
Mrs. CLaus 
Santa Ciaus’ HELPERS 
WHoLe Wipe Wor.pD 
Boys and Gir.s 


SCENE 1 

Time: Christmas Eve. 

SETTING: Santa Craus’ shop, which 
consists of nothing more than a back- 
drop upon which are painted shelves 
filled with toys and a clock with the 
hands pointing to midnight. In the 
center of the drop is a pot-bellied 
stove. 

At Rise: Santa Cuiaus ts flaking his 
ease in a rocking chair, pipe in 
mouth, red and white stockinged feet 
resting on the side fender of the stove. 
Mrs. Criaus, who is plump and pink- 
checked with pretty white hair, is 
busily sweeping the floor. 

Santa Ciaus (Wriggling his toes): Ho, 
hum! My poor old feet are almost 
numb. I fear that the cold up here 
at the North Pole is getting too 
much for my ancient bones! (Mrs. 
Ciaus regards him unsympathetically 
over the top of her spectacles.) 

Mrs. Criaus: Tish, tush! The same old 
gush. I hear it straight through from 
dawn till dusk. Right before Christ- 
mas you begin feeling sorry for your- 
self. If it isn’t one thing, it’s another 
you’re complaining of. Cold feet, 
stiff neck, cramps in your legs, ring- 
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ing in your ears. It’s a blessed won- 
der you don’t try to tell me the rein- 
deer are laid up with the stomach- 
ache! 

Santa Ciaus: As a matter of fact, my 
dear, Donder did refuse his breakfast 
this morning and Blitzen — 

Mrs. Criaus: Stop right there! I’ve 
heard enough. Excuses, excuses, ex- 
cuses. Anything to get out of your 
job on Christmas Eve, or so you 
pretend, just because you like to 
have something to grumble about, 
you old sly boots. (Smiling at him 
indulgently) Why, you know you 
wouldn’t miss making your rounds 
for all the warm fires and rocking 
chairs in the whole wide world. 

Santa Ciaus (Grumpily): That’s what 
you think. Why, if I had my way, 
I’d take a long winter’s nap like 
the grizzly bear and not wake up 
till spring! (Rubbing his back) Oh, 
my aches and pains! (J//e groans.) 

Mrs. Ciaus: A pretty kettle of fish 
that would be, I must say. What 
would the children all over the 
world do without you? 

Santa Criaus (Hagerly): That’s just 
the point. I have so many helpers 
these days, I’d never be missed. 
They’re on every street corner and in 
every department store. 

Mrs. Criaus (Severely): Not one of 
them have been trained to go up and 
down chimneys! You never would 
let anyone do that but yourself. 








Santa Craus (Virtuously): I didn’t 
want any of them to get hurt. 
Mrs. Ciaus: You mean it’s a secret 
you can’t bear to part with. 
Santa Criaus (Uneasily): Well, no 
matter — the children won’t care, 
as long as they get their presents, 
whether the 
chimney or through the cellar win- 


Santa comes down 
dow. 

Mus. Craus (Sadly): Do you really 
believe that? 

Santa Ciaus (Blufily): I certainly do, 
my dear, and this is as good a year 

Hurrah for all 

my jolly helpers! In fact (Chuckling), 

I think I’ll write a letter to them 

myself and tell them what I would 


as any to prove it. 


Please 
fetch me a pen and paper, Mama. 
I feel too old and feeble to even rise 
from my chair. 
Mrs. 

CLAUS 


like to find in my stocking. 


(Shaking her head, 
CLaus exits right. Santa 
to whistle “Jingle 
Bells,”’ jumps up from his chair and 
does a little jig in his stockinged feet. 


begins 


He hastily resumes his seat again as 
Mrs. Ciaus returns with the writing 
materials, She continues her sweeping 
with short, impatient whisks of the 
broom, watching SANTA CLAus out of 
He has moved 
his chair forward, facing audience.) 


Hm! 
this letter to my helpers, or to my- 


the corner of her eye. 
Now let’s see! Shall I address 


self, or just lo whom it may concern? 
Mrs. Ciaus (Crossly): It concerns the 
whole wide world when Santa Claus 
lies down on his job. 
Santa Ciaus: I’m not lying down on 
the job, Mama. I’m just in need 
of a well-earned rest. Which gives 
me an idea! (He writes, reading aloud 


as he progresses.) “Dear Whole 
Wide World, How about giving 


Santa a break? I have been filling 
your stockings for so many years, 
while mine always remain empty — 
except for my feet, of course. I 
shan’t ask for much, just a nice 
little trip to Florida this Christmas 
Eve.” 

Mrs. Ciaus (Shocked): A trip to Flori- 
da on Christmas Eve! 

Santa Criaus (Firmly): “A trip to 
Florida Christmas Eve 
new bathing suit, size size 
(Looking down at his girth) size five 


on and a 


by five should do it, I guess.” 
Mrs. Ciaus: Santa Claus in a bathing 
suit! Ridiculous! 


Santa Ciaus: “And, dear Whole Wide 
World, that all I 
want, (Slyly) you might 
add a few bathing beauties 
the beach just to improve the 
scenery, of course!” 

Mrs. Ciaus (Indignantly): Well, I 
never! (Then muttering) This is the 
last 
deed! 
things into my own hands. 


is just about 
unless 
along 


straw bathing beauties, in- 

I see I shall have to take 

(She 
reaches into wings at right downstage, 
as uf into a closel, and draws out 
first a shawl and then a bonnet which 
she dons hurriedly. She exits left 
with a flounce.) 

Santa Ciaus (Beginning to sing 
dreamily): By the sea, by the sea, 
by the beautiful sea (His head 
nods and he dozes off, noisily. Enter 
his Hevpers, with their packs slung 
over their shoulders.) 

Ist Hevpeer (Dismayed): Look at him! 
Here it is time to start, and he’s 
sound asleep! 














2nD HeLPeR: Don’t just look! Listen! 
(SANTA CLAuS snores loudly.) 

3RD Hetrer: It sounds like the 
trumpeting of an elephant in the 
jungle! 

4th Hetrer: And you know how 
hard ‘it is to awaken a sleeping 
elephant. 

5TH Hevrer: If Mrs. Claus were here 
she’d make short work of it. 

6TH Hevper: Here’s a note in his hand. 
Let’s see what it has to say. (He 
takes letter out of Santa Craus’ 
hand. Everybody tries to have a look 
at it over his shoulder.) 

Ist Heuper: It’s addressed to Whole 
Wide World. It’s not polite to read 
other people’s mail. 

6TH Hetper (Loftily): This is an 
emergency and in an emergency one 
is entitled to be nosey. (//e proceeds 
to read letter aloud hurriedly before 
anyone can stop him.) 

Ist Hevrer: A trip to Florida! 

2nD Hevrer: A new bathing suit! 

3RD HeLper: Bathing beauties! 

47H Hevrer: Oh, no, he doesn’t want 
much not much! 

6TH Hewper: It’s no affair of ours. 
After all, the letter 7s addressed to 
the Whole Wide World. 

Ist Heveer (Reminding him): But 

We must do 

something about it. I’ll just give 

Whole Wide World a buzz and then 

we can go 


this is an emergency! 


into conference. (Te 
leans out into wings, left.) Hey, you 
out there! Whole Wide World! Can 
you pop in for a minute? We have 
a letter for you. 

2nD Hevrer (Looking over his shoulder 
anxiously): Do you think he can 
make it? 


Ist Hevper: You go outside and push 
and [’ll pull. (2Np Hevper exits 
and after a Int of a struggle they get 
WHOLE Wipe Wor xp on stage. He is 
oulfitted in a pair of huge, round 
placards, front and back, with a map 
of the world encircling them.) 

WuoLte Wipe Worup (/luffing and 
puffing): Oh, my states and counties! 
That was a close shave! (Peering 
down at himself) You fellows very 
nearly squeezed Florida right off the 
map! 


3rp HeLpeer: We could have called it 


The Great Orange Squeeze! (Laugh- 
ing uproariously at his own joke.) 
WuoLe Wipe Worip (Grumpily): It 
is no laughing matter. After all, 
where do you think all the oranges 
come from that Santa Claus puts 

in good children’s stockings? 

Ist Hevpeer: With Florida off the map, 
our problem would be solved, any- 
way. Santa would have had to stay 
at the North Pole and attend to 
business. (lle hands the letter to 
WHoL_e Wipe Worip who reads it 
to himself with growing alarm.) 

WuoLte Wipe Wor.p 
Why, this is outrageous, fantastic, 


(Sputtering): 


ridiculous, monstrous, silly and 
and — (Weakly) just can’t be done. 

Hevpers (Cheering): Hurrah! Can’t 
be done! 

WuHoLe Wipe Wor.p (Glowering al 
them): What do you mean — can’t be 
done? It If old 
Claus doesn’t get what he asks for, 
he may not believe in the Christmas 
Spirit any more! 

2nD Eevper (Shocked): Not believe in 
the Christmas Spirit! 

3RD HeLperR: Why, that’s practically 


has to be done. 





the same thing as not believing in 
Santa Claus! 

47H Hevrer: You know what he thinks 
about children who say they don’t 
believe in him. 

57H Hevrer: And grown-ups, too! 

67H Hevrer (Anziously): This could 
upset the whole wide world! 

WHo_e Wipe Wor.p (Wiping away a 
tear): Every year I am refreshed and 
renewed by the Christmas Spirit. 
Without it, I would become cold 
and bleak and a selfish place in 
which to live. 

Ist Hevrer (Firmly): At all costs we 
must prevent Whole Wide World 
from becoming cold and bleak and 
a selfish place in which to live. 
Santa Claus must have his trip to 
Florida. 

2nd Hewtper (Bravely): We 
carry on for him as he would expect 


must 


us to. Up and down chimneys, over 
through the 

midnight sky on wings of night! 
3rp Heiper (Sarcastically): In Santa’s 


snow-covered — roofs, 


sleigh, don’t you mean? 
2np Hetrer: Do you think the rein- 
deer will do our bidding? 
47H Hevrer (Quoting): “Now Dasher, 
now Dancer! 
Now Prancer and Vixen! 
On Comet, on Cupid! 
On Donder and Blitzen! 
5ru Hevper (Pzecitedly): To the top of 
the porch! 
To the top of the wall! 
Now dash away! Dash away! 
Dash away all!” 
6TH HeLper: It quite takes my breath 
away just thinking about it! 
Ist Hevreer (Dubiously): There is 
only one thing that is troubling me. 


Going down the chimney is all very 
well, but how does one get back up 
again? Santa Claus would never 
tell us his secret method. (Wrinkling 
his brow) I can’t figure out whether 
it is a problem in algebra or ge- 
ometry. 

2nD Hevper: Or 
trigonometry. 

WuoLte Wipe Wortp: Pooh, pooh, 
pooh! Your problems are nothing 
compared to mine. Number one — 
transportation for Santa Claus. With 
that weight on my back (Pointing 
to Santa Criaus) I’d never make it 

Number two 


maybe even in 


as far as Connecticut. 
where am I ever going to find a 
bathing suit big enough to fit him? 
Now there is a real mathematical 
problem! 
3rp Heirer: Besides that, he’s liable 
to catch his death of cold, changing 
from his red woollies in the middle 
of winter! 
fru Hevrer (Disgustedly): This dis- 
cussion could go on all night. We'd 
better do something about it, and 
do it fast. 
5ra Hewurer: Let’s go into a huddle. 
That’s the way football players 
solve all their problems. (HELPERS 
hurriedly form a huddle near exit 
Mrs. laken. WHOLE 
Wipe Worwp hops about anxiously, 
unable to squeeze in. When huddle 
Mrs. CLaus is 
standing in the center, straightening 


Ciaus has 


breaks, discovered 

her shawl and setting her bonnet 

aright. She carries a large knitting 
bag. 

WuHoLe Wipe Wortp (Scratching his 
head in bewilderment): So this is 

I never 


what happens in huddles. 





did understand how they worked. 
Ist Hevrer: Hurrah for Mrs. Claus! 
2np Hevper: She'll get us out of our 

muddle in short order. 

Mrs. Criaus (In great annoyance): 
What’s all this talk of huddles and 
muddles? Why aren’t you busy 
getting the sleigh filled, instead of 
playing at games? (Heupers hustle 
about, pretending to fill their packs 
from shelves on backdrop.) 

WHoLe Wipe Worwp (Tearing his 
hair): What about me? Where do I 
come in? 

Mrs. Criaus (Severely): You don’t 
come in. You go out. I shall attend 
to Santa Claus’ needs myself. 

Ist Hevtper (Pausing in his work): 
Without upsetting Whole Wide 
World? (Mrs. Ciaus has removed 
her bonnet and shawl and put them 
back in the same way that she got 
them, from wings, right, downstage.) 

Mrs. Ciaus: Without upsetting any- 
body but me. I’ve had a deal of 
trouble, I can tell you. (She 
out into the wings and calls.) 
in, children. 
Boys and Gir.s come on stage, push- 


leans 
Come 
(A group of laughing 


ing a backdrop across stage in front 
of previous scene, children standing at 
either end supporting it, as HELPERS 
scultle out of the way. On the drop is 
painted a sandy beach, blue sky and 
water with a bright sun shining and a 
couple of palm trees in the background. 
All crowd around admiring it.) 
WuHoie Wipe Worzp: Oh, my canals 
and waterways! It’s as real as real! 
Santa Claus will surely be fooled. 
(SANTA 
soundly. ) 
Ist Hevrer: He can take a sun bath 


CLAUS continues to sleep 


without getting a sunburn! 

2np Hevrrr: He can go in for a swim 
without getting wet! 

3rp Hetper: He’s in no danger of 
getting his toe bitten by a crab! 

47H Hewrer: There'll never be any 
sand in Ais pienie lunch! 

5tH Hevrer: A delightful way of 
spending a holiday. (Thoughtfully) 
I must tell my wife about it. (Mrs. 
Ciaus draws oul a very large red 
bathing suit trimmed in white fur 
from her knitting bag and holds it up.) 

Mrs. Criaus: You I’ve even 
knitted him a nice warm bathing 
suit 


see, 

so that he won’t catch cold. 
(Hangs it over back of SANTA CLAUS’S 
chair.) 

67TH Hevper (//estlantly): There’s just 
on thing that seems to have been 
forgotten. 

Mrs. Criaus (Crisply): I think that 
the children from Publie School 
Number 5 did a very thorough job. 
I’m sure that there is nothing miss- 
ing. 

6rH Hetrper (/nsistently): Just one 
little teeny thing. (/n a loud stage 
whisper) Bathing beauties! 

Only 

good 

all year get everything they ask for, 


Mrs Criaus (Disapprovingly): 
little boys who have been 


and Santa Claus never remembers 
to wipe his boots after going down 
No. (Shaking her head) 
No bathing beauties! Now, get 
I’ve work to do. 


chimneys. 


along with you. 
(She resumes her sweeping again.) 
WuoLe Wink Worip (Mopping his 
brow): That is one big load off my 
longitude and latitude! Hey, fellows, 
how giving hand? 
And 


about me a 


(Waddling over to wings, left.) 





mind you don’t go squeezing Florida 
off the map! (Wagging his finger at 
them) There’s nothing like finding a 
good Florida orange in your stock- 
ing. 

3xp Hevrer: Unless it’s finding a Cali- 
fornia one! (Laughing. All help to 
push WuoLte Wine Wor. off- 
stage.) 

CURTAIN 
*~_* * * * 
SCENE 2 

Tre: A little later. 

SerrinG: Florida beach backdrop. 

At Rise: Santa Cuiaus, in his red 
bathing suit, is sitting in the rocking 
chair. His regular suit hangs over 
the back of the chair. 

Santa Criaus: Oh, this is the life for 

me, tra, la, 
Sun-bathing by the sea, tra, la, 


With never a worry to crease my 


brow, 

Or the good wife calling, “Get busy, 

now!” (Shading his eyes with one 
hand, he scans the beach wp and down.) 
There’s only one thing missing 
bathing beauties! I am sure I asked 
for some in my letter. I suppose the 
demand was greater than the supply. 
(Mrs. Ciaus enters right, busily en- 
gaged in sweeping “‘sand”’ towards the 
beach.) Why, however did you get 
here, Mama? 

Mrs. Ciaus (Carelessly): Oh, I rode 
in on the tail of a comet! 

Santa Ciaus: You what? 

Mrs. Ciaus: Never mind, dear. I’m 
here. Aren’t you glad to see me? 

Santa Criaus (Hastily): Oh, yes, of 
course, Mama. I was just thinking 
how nice it would be to hear your 
voice again, 


Mrs. Criaus: That’s good because I 
have quite a few things to say to 
you. 

Santa Criaus (/Heartily): Why don’t 
you put down your broom and take 
a sun bath? No need for all that 
hustle and bustle down here! 

Mrs. Ciaus (Sweeping harder than 
ever): I declare, this sand gets into 
every crack and crevice! It keeps 
me busy all the time, I can tell you, 
just sweeping it out from underfoot. 

Santa Ciaus (In exasperation): Ma- 
ma, it’s meant to be underfoot! 
Can’t you just enjoy it, the way I 
am doing? Feel that warm sun- 
shine (Holding his face up towards 
the sun) and smell the salt water 
(Taking deep breaths) and bask in 
the breeze from those palm trees, 
(Lying back contentedly in his chair) 

Mrs. Craus (Pointedly): Ud much 
prefer to be trimming Christmas 
trees, thank you. 

Santa Ciaus: You know my helpers 
are taking care of all that, my dear. 
They'll come through with flying 
colors. 

Mrs. Ciaus (Ominously): Not through 
the chimneys, they won’t. 
getting stuck, left and right. 

Santa Ciaus (Looking startled): What 
are they doing in chimneys? That’s 
my specialty. No one goes up and 
down chimneys but Santa Claus 
himself! 

Mrs. Ciaus: What would you have? 
Wee Willie Wilson nearly yelled 
his head off from fright when he 
saw one of your helpers coming in 
through a window. He thought it 
was a burglar. Bobby Baxter chased 
another out of the coal cellar when 


They’re 





he caught him hiding behind the 
furnace. 
coal 


He was so covered with 

dust he mistook him 
tramp! 

SANTA CLAuUs (Outraged): 
do this to me! 

Mrs. Ciaus: That's not all. They were 
chased by policemen and bitten by 
watch dogs. Finally, in self defense, 
they took to the chimneys and then 
they got into more trouble. 


for a 


They can’t 


One 
came down much faster than he in- 
tended and landed on his pack of 
toys, smashing everything in the bag. 

Santa Ciaus (Distressed): Not those 
beautiful walkie-talkie dolls I have 
been perfecting all year? (Mrs. 
CLaus nods emphatically and SANTA 
CLAUS groans. ) 

Mrs. Ciaus: Another got quite badly 
singed. He hadn’t learned that it 
isn’t wise to go into a chimney with 
a fire still burning below! 

SANTA Ciaus: Of all the idiotic nin- 
compoops! 

Mrs. Ciaus: As for the rest of them, 
they got stuck in chimneys and are 
there still! 

SanTA CiLaus: This is a catastrophe! 
A national catastrophe! A 
wide world catastrophe! I should 
never have left the North Pole. 

Mrs. Ciaus (Airily): Oh, well, you 
said the children wouldn’t know the 
difference. I they'll 


whole 


expect get 
along somehow. 

Santa Ciaus ([ndignantly): Not know 
the difference between my fine touch 
and that of these clumsy, blundering 
fellows? (Reproachfully) How can 
you say such a thing, Mama? Why, 
this may do irreparable damage to 


the Christmas Spirit all over the 
whole wide world! 
Mrs. Ciaus: But you said you needed 
a holiday. Remember your aches 
Think what this warm 
and salt 


and pains. 
sunshine air and gentle 
breezes are doing for your constitu- 
tion. 
Santa Ciaus: Confidentially, Mama, 
this Florida vacation doesn’t any- 
where near come up to my expecta- 
as hot as it 
I’m positively 
And though 
you may not believe it, that salt air 
doesn’t 


That sun isn’t 
fact 
(Shivering) 


tions. 
looks in 
chilly. 


really smell any different 
I'll tell you 
I can’t even feel 


than the air at home. 
something else 


the breeze from those palm trees. 


Silly looking things, aren’t they? 

Mrs. CLaus: Not to people who live 
in Florida, I expect. 

Santa Ciaus: They can have them. 
My constitution calls for a more 
rugged And 
knows how long I'll be stuck here, 


climate. goodness 
with all those poor, neglected chil- 
dren Santa 

If I 


just had a magic wishing rug, I 


faith in 
Claus brought to such a pass. 


having their 


would hop onto it this very minute 
and wish myself back at the North 
Pole. 

Mrs. Criaus: And you wouldn’t ever 
complain of cold feet, stiff neck, 
cramps in your legs, ringing in your 
ears again? 

SANTA 
hand raised): 
pains 
I want to hear in my ears is the 
ringing of sleigh bells! 


with 
No more aches and 


Craus (Sole mnly, right 


ever. And the only ringing 








Mrs. Ciaus: Now, that’s a coinci- 
dence! Do you hear what I hear? 
(There is the sound of sleigh bells 
ringing merrily offstage, followed by 
the clop-clop-clop of reindeer hooves.) 
Santa Ciaus: I can’t believe my ears! 
It sounds like —- like —- (Rushing lo 
wings, left, and looking out) Why, 
it is! My reindeer, my good old 
faithful reindeer! (Mrs. Cxiaus 
beckons to children to enter from right 
wing, upstage. They tiptoe in and 
remove Florida backdrop, revealing 
original backdrop, while SANTA CLAUS 
is jumping up and down in excitement. 
As he shouts to reindeer, Mrs. CLaus 
and children exit.) 

“Now Dasher, now Dancer! 

Now Prancer and Vixen! 

On Comet, on Cupid! 

On Donder and Blitzen!” 

Come and look, Mama. Do you sup- 
pose they have followed me all the 


way to Florida? (Santa C.iaus 
turns around and then begins to rub 
his eyes in bewilderment.) Why, I 
must have fallen asleep and had a 
bad dream. (Glancing at the clock 
on the backdrop) Thank goodness it 
is only midnight! I still nave time 
to visit all the little children all over 
the world. My, what a silly dream 
that was! Ha, ha, ha! Ho, ho, ho! 
As if Santa Claus would ever think 
of taking a holiday on Christmas 
Eve! I must tell this one to Mama. 
She will have a good laugh. (He 
hurriedly steps into his SantA CLAUS 
suil, claps his hat on his head and 
slings his pack over his back, hum- 
ming cheerfully as he does so. He 
calls out to audience as he leaves 
stage.) “Happy Christmas to all, 
and to all a good night!” 
THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 
HOLIDAY FOR SANTA 


Characters: 8 male, 1 female; male and female 


extras, as desired. 
Playing Time: 25 minutes. 


Costumes: Santa Claus and his helpers wear 
Santa Claus costumes and white beards. 
Santa has red and white striped socks. In 
Scene 2, Santa Claus wears a red bathing 
suit trimmed with white fur. Mrs. Claus 
wears an old-fashioned long house dress with 
a white apron, a white wig and steel-rimmed 
spectacles. When going out she wears a 
aol and bonnet. Whole Wide World 
wears a pair of large, round placards, front 
and back with a map of the world encircling 
them. Boys and girls wear outdoor clothes. 


Properties: Broom, pipe, writing materials, 


7 for Santa Claus and helpers, knitting 
yag, sleigh bells. 


Setting: In Scene 1, a backdrop represents 


Santa Claus’ shop, with shelves holding toys 
and dolls saiened on it. In the center of the 
backdrop stands a pot-bellied stove with a 
shelf over it holding a clock, the hands 
pointing to midnight. Later in Scene 1, the 
children bring in a backdrop of a sandy 
beach with blue sky and water, a bright sun 
shining, and a couple of palm trees. The 
furnishings consist of a rocking chair and a 
small, unobtrusive footstool to be placed 
beside the stove. 


Lighting: No special effects. 











The Twelve Days of Christmas 


by Doris Wright 


Characters 
Tue Kina 
THe QUEEN 
Court JESTER 
HERALD 
Lavy ELsPera 
CoOuURTIERS 
PAGES 
LADIES IN WAITING 
LORDS 
MalIps 
MILKMAIDS 
PIPERS 
DRUMMERS 
CHorus 
Berore THE Curtain: The KING en- 
ters with a paper and pencil in his 
hand. He paces up and down, looks at 
what he has written on the paper, 
shakes his head and scratches it out, 
heaving deep sighs. The Jester peers 
in, then slips in unobserved and squats 
The KInG 
continues his pacing and the JESTER 
chuckles. The KING turns, startled at 
this intrusion. 


on the floor in a corner. 


KinG: Knave, why dost thou presume 
to laugh when thy lord is greatly 
troubled? 

Jesver: Sire, I have a riddle which per- 
chance may divert the King’s mind. 
When is a door not a door? 

Kina: Bah! Any idiot knows that 
when it is ajar. 

Jester (Crestfallen that his joke has 
fallen flat): Forsooth. I have one 
that I’ll wager that thou dost not 


know. What is it that when we catch 
it, we throw it away, 
do not catch it we keep? 

KinG (Stops his pacing to think. Un- 
able to quess, he becomes angry with the 
Jester): How should I guess thy 
silly riddles when I have a far more 
difficult one to solve? Tell me the 
answer or I shall give you a lashing. 

JESTER: Sire, it is a flea. (Suddenly he 
frowns and scratches his back.) Yea, 
truly, a flea. 

KiNG (Scornfully): A flea. (Suddenly he 
begins scratching.) 
silly riddles. 
riddle. 

JesTer: Certainly, Sire, tell me what 
it is. 

Kina: Come, and [ will make it known 
to you. (Ie pulls the Jesrur by the 

The Jester pulls away and 


but if we 


You and your 
Now you solve my 


ear. 

leaps nimbly across the stage where he 

sils cross-legged as far as possible from 

the KinGc.) The Yule season ap- 
proacheth 

Jester (Interrupting): A time to make 
merry, to eat, (Smacks his lips, rubs 

(The 
KING strikes at him and the Jusrer, 
drawing away from the blow, loses his 
balance and falls back. The Kina 
laughs heartily. The Jesrer is now 
the sulky one and gets up rubbing his 
aching anatomy and putting on his 
cap which has fallen off.) 

Kine (Beginning all over again): The 


his stomach) to receive gifts. 


Yule season approacheth when every 


59 








Fain 
would I give my Queen, the fair 
Lynette, a gift worthy of her beauty. 
Alas, she hath jewels, silken gowns 
without number, a harp of gold to 
play when she wearies of thy foolish 
jokes. Alack, what is there in all my 
kingdom that is not already hers? 

JeSTER: Sire, leave this matter to me. 


heart is, or should be joyous. 


I have ideas on the subject. 

KinG: Mind now, the gift must be 
worthy of the Queen. 

Jesrer: And if I succeed, do I go un- 
rewarded for my labors? 

KinG: Have I ever yet not paid my 
debts” 

Jester: Nay, Sire, not even a lashing 
when I needed it. 

KinG: Go, then, and if the Queen is 
pleased, your reward shall be hand- 
some. But delay not, for it lacks but 
a few days for the merry-making to 
hegin. (They exit together.) 


*~_* * * & 


SerrinG: The throne room. 

Av Rise: The KinG and QuEEN are 
sealed on thrones at one side, the 
JESTER on the steps to the thrones, and 

The 

HeraLp enters and blows a fanfare 

on his trumpet. 


the court seated around the room. 


Herratp: His majesty the King hath 
proclaimed twelve days of rejoicing, 
when all in his kingdom shall feast 
and give and receive gifts to cele- 
brate the Yule season, Let joy be un- 
restrained. (fle goes to one side. A 

small Cuorus sings the first verse of 

the carol “The Twelve Days of Christ- 
mas” and as they finish a CouRTIER 
approaches, bows to the QUEEN and 
presents a “partridge in a pear tree.” 


(Nine Drummers march around the 


Offstage 
partridge’s song.) 
Queen: Truly, my Lord, this sweet 
When I hear 
his cheery note I will forget the snow 
and the chill of winter winds. (The 
KING smiles and bows in acknowledg- 


someone whistle 


the 


may 


bird is most welcome. 


ment of her pleasure.) 

Herartp (Coming forward): The second 
day of Christmas. (/e retires to one 
side and the Cuorvus sings the second 
verse. Al its close, two COURTIERS 

with The 
doves’ cooing may come from offstage.) 

QueEEN (Smiling at the Kina): The 
cooing of these doves is music to my 


appear two turtle doves. 


ears. 
Kina: Yes, my love. (The Jesver clears 
his throat significantly as if to remind 
the IK1NG that he is to receive the praise 
but the KING 


him.) 


pays no attention to 
Heratp (Coming forward): The third 

day of Christmas. (As before, the 

Cuorus sings the verse. They sing 
another verse each time the Heracp 
At the close 
of this verse, three COURTIERS appear 
with three fat hens, each with a bow of 
ribbon around its neck.) 


announces another day. 


QuereEN: These hens, while not so grace- 
ful as the doves and the partridge, 
shall be no less welcome, as each day 
they shall lay an egg. One shall be 
for my breakfast .. . 

Kine: And two for mine! 

JesTer (Springs up frowning and at- 
tempts lo speak to the Kina): Hath 
the King forgotten his promise of 
reward ... (The Kina does not allow 
him to finish his speech.) 

Kine: On second thought, the third 


egg shall go to the Jester. He is a 





springs up, immediately tripping and 


good-natured soul, even though he 
is a knave. (The JesTer sinks down 
on the steps, momentarily appeased.) 

Herawp: The fourth day of Christmas. 
(This time two Matps and two Paces 
bring in four blackbirds, singing. 
Offstage someone may blow a toy 
musical instrument.) 

Lapy Exsperu: Before my Lady e’er 
dreamed of being a queen we roamed 
the fields, two happy girls together, 
and in the spring the blackbirds’ 
song did tell of golden weather. 

QueEEN: ’Tis true, Lady Elspeth, and 
my heart turns over in my breast for 
joy at their sweet notes. Ne’er have 
I received such gifts as these. \y 
Lord hath outdone himself, for fair. 
(The KinG smiles complace nily, but 
his joy is short-lived as the Jester 
rises and starts to tell him he is th 
clever fellow. The pushes the 
JesteR down on the steps and 

This silences the 
JesTer, but the Kui glances at him 
uneasily from time to time. 

Heraup: The fifth day of Christmas. 
(Five Matps skip in rolling five gold 

The QUEEN ts so delighted 

that she flips her train over her arm 

and descends from the throne.) 


KING 


whispers in his ear. 


hoops. 


QUEEN: | pray thee, may I join in thy 
sport? (One of the Matps relinquishes 
her hoop, and the QueEN and the other 

Then 


hoop and 


four trip gaily around the stage. 

the QueEN returns the 

mounts the throne.) Yor the moment 
I quite forgot that I am now a queen 
and must conduct myself with the 
dignity befitting that rank. 

Kina (Anxiously): Dost 
those carefree, girlish days? 

QUEEN: Nay, my Lord. But even the 


thou regret 
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happiest queen likes to throw off the 
cloak of dignity at times, to be a girl 
again. 

Heravp: The sixth day of Christmas. 
(Six Courtiers enter bringing six 
geese.) 

JESTER (Springs up and turns a cart- 
wheel): With six geese a-laying, the 
cooks can make omelettes, custards, 
cakes, sweet pastries, pies, me- 
ringues ... 

KKING: Greedy pig, 
thyself. 

JeSTER: Sire, it is thou who dost forget 


thou dost forget 


that I am to receive a reward for 

KXinG: Silence! Did I not promise thee 
anew-laid hen egg for thy breakfast 
every morning? 

Jester: Yea, but one small egg is small 
reward for all of my hard work. 
KXInG: Thou shalt have thy share of all 
the goodies and a handsome reward 
as well, only be not so forward in 

claiming it. 

Hrratp: The seventh day of Christ- 
mas. (Seven swans in a simulated 
pool are pushed on the stage.) 

Au: Oh, how lovely how beautiful. 

Heraup: The eighth day of Christmas. 

Light Mitkmatips enter with pails 
and stools. ) 

A Courtier (Sings): Where are you 
going, my pretty maids? 

Marps (Sing): We’re going a-milking, 
sire, they said. (They finish the song.) 

JESTER: Now we shall have milk punch, 
creamy eggnog 

Kine: Hold thy tongue, thou glutton. 
Thinkest thou of nothing but thy 
stomach and what goes in it? 

Jester: Yea, Sire, of my reward. (Ile 
ducks as the KiNG slaps him.) 

Herautp: The ninth day of Christmas. 
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(Nine Drummers march around the 
slage. The Jester jumps up and fol- 
lows after them, imitating them.) 
KiNG: Something other than food hath 
at last stirred thy knavish heart. 
(All laugh.) 
Heratp: The tenth day of Christmas. 
The 
(Kleven 
Lapies enter and dance a minuet.) 
The twelfth Christmas. 
(Twelve At the 
clusion of the dance, the KING rises, 


(Ten Pirers parade around.) 
eleventh day of Christmas. 
day of 
Lorps dance. con- 
deciding he can no longer pretend he 
has thought of these gifts and is re- 
signed to giving the Juste his due.) 
KiNG: It is plain to all that not only is 
my Queen pleased with her gifts, but 
that they have given pleasure to all. 
It is now time to reward him who 
hath assembled them, so now I be- 
stow this purse and robe upon the 


Jester, who shall no longer be a 


Jester but shall become one of my 
It shall be his first 
duty to find a new Court Jester. 


wise counsellors. 
(The Jester is completely taken by 
surprise, As its full import dawns on 


him, he becomes highly elated and 


PRODUCTI( 


Tue Twetve Day 


Characters: 50 male; 28 female; as many male 
and female actors as desired may be in- 
cluded in the court, or, if the cast must be 
limited, most of the actors may take several 
roles. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: The members of the court wear 
the traditional robes of fairy tale royalty, 
The Jester has on a tight-fitting costume 
of bright colors and a pointed cap with 
bells. The Pages may wear short full 
bloomer-like pants and stockings, the 
Maids, short full skirts. The Milkmaids 
may be dressed in blue and white and wear 
aprons and small white caps. The Drum- 
mers and Pipers can wear uniforms. 
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springs up, immediately tripping and 
falling over the cumbersome robe which 
the Kina has just placed on his 
shoulders. All laugh heartily, thinking 
the Jusver has tripped on purpose. 
The more injured and sulky the 
JESTER becomes, the more they laugh. 
Suddenly the Jesver turns to the K1nG 
and throwing off the robe he dons his 
cap and bells again.) 

JesTeR: Sire, thy praise and the grati- 
tude of thy fair Queen are full reward 
for my labors. ’T'would be a burden 
to be serious and wise, so long have I 
cut capers. Now I cannot change. 

If it please thee, I’ll keep the purse 

and the fresh-laid egg for 

breakfast, but return this cloak and 
be a jester ’til I die. (Advancing to 
the front of the stage, he speaks to the 

“] what I 

pleased, and doing what I pleased, I 


claim 


audience. ) would do 


should have my will, and having my 
will, I should be contented.” (As 
the curtains close slowly, the whole 
cast sings a verse of the carol.) 

THE END 


Because of the popularity of this play, it is reprinted 
from the December, 1951 issue. 


IN NOTES 
8 OF CHRISTMAS 


Properties: Paper and pencil for the” King; 
the following gifts made of cardboard: a 
partridge in a pear tree, two turtle doves, 
three hens with bows around their necks, 
four blackbirds, six geese, seven swans in a 
simulated pool on a cart that may be pushed 
onstage; five hoops covered with gold paper; 
pails and stools for Milkmaids; nine drums 
for Drummers; ten pipes for Pipers; robe 
for King to give to Jester. 

Setting: The only furnishings necessary are 
two thrones at one side of the stage. The 
thrones should be placed on a platform so 
that the Jester can sit on the steps. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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Merry Christmas Customs 


by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 


Characters 
Boy 
GIRL 
SANTA CLAUS 
Martin LurHer 
Druip 
Sir Henry Coie 
IvALIAN Boy 
FReNcH GIRL 
GERMAN Boy 
OTHER CAROLERS 
SHEPHERD 

Time: Late Christmas Eve. 

SeTrinG: A living room decorated for 
Christmas. There is a fireplace in the 
right wall and a large, 
Christmas tree at left. Two stockings 
hang on the fireplace and there are 
Christmas cards on the mantel. A 
large sprig of mistletoe hangs over the 
door at center. 
lighted. 

At Rise: Boy and Gir tiptoe into 
room, 


decorated 


The stage is dimly 


Boy (Looking around): | guess Mama 
and Papa have gone to bed all right. 

Giri: Yes, and that’s where we ought 
to be. 

Boy: I couldn’t sleep. 

Giru: It’s hard to sleep on Christmas 
Eve. 

Boy: Besides, I wanted to have one 
more look at everything. 

Giru: So did I. 
pushes light switch. 


(Boy goes to wall and 
Christmas tree 
lights come on and rest of stage is 
lighted. Gir. sighs and looks around.) 
Christmas is so beautiful and happy! 


Boy: Of course. That’s why everybody 
says, “Merry Christmas.” 

GirkL: So many wonderful things hap- 
pen at Christmas time. 

the different 

started. Why do we have Christmas 


I wonder 
‘how all customs got 
trees and hang up our stockings? 
Boy: Why do we send Christmas cards 


and put mistletoe over the door? 
Gir: What about Santa Claus? Why, 
he must have been coming every 


Christmas Eve for hundreds of years. 
I wonder why he started doing it. 

Boy: I don’t know. (1 
and yawns.) I guess I’m too tired 
to think about it now. 


silts in chair 


Gir. (Sitting in chair and yawning): 
I’m getting too, but the 
tree’s so beautiful, so bright and 
shiny. 


sleepy, 


(Sleepily) I just want to sit 
(They 
Their heads nod 


and look at it for a while. 
lean back in chairs. 
forward. There is a pause. The sound 
of sleigh bells is heard offstage.) 

Boy (Looking up): Sleigh bells! 

Giri: It’s Santa Claus coming now, 
(She jumps up and starts left.) We'd 
better go! 

Boy (Rising): No. It’s someone at the 
front door. You know Papa always 
hangs those old sleigh bells out for 
Christmas, to ring instead of the 
doorbell. 

Girt (Turning): That’s right, but 

who'd be coming in the middle of the 

night? (They 
tiptoe to door, and Boy opens it. 


Let’s see who it is. 


Both jump back in surprise, as they 





see SANTA Ciaus standing i the 
doorway. He has a large bag over his 
shoulder.) 

Boy and Giru: Santa Claus! 

Santa Ciaus (Coming in and closing 
door): Of course it’s Santa Claus! 
Who'd you expect on Christmas 
Eve? Merry Christmas! 
Christmas! 

Boy and Girt: Merry Christmas! 
(They back downstage and sit again 
in the chairs.) 

SanTa Craus: Well, I must get to 
work. (fle puts his bag down near 
the fireplace and takes out small toys, 
fruit, and candy.) 


Merry 


Seems to me I 
heard you talking about me just 
before I rang your bell. 

Boy: Yes, we were. 

Girt: | was wondering how you ever 
started bringing presents to children 
at Christmas time. 

SANTA Ciaus: I don’t blame you for 

wondering. It all started so long 

ago I can hardly remember myself. 

You see, I’m really a saint. Saint 

Nicholas, the patron saint of chil- 

dren. So [ started going around 
every Christmas with gifts for the 
good children and switches for the 
bad ones. 

Boy: Switches? 
them? 

Santa Ciaus (Laughing): Ho, ho, ho! 
No, I gave that up. Seems most boys 
and girls go out of their way to be 
good around Christmas time. 

Carn: If you're really Saint Nicholas, 
why do we call you Santa Claus? 

Santa Ciaus (As he fills the stockings): 
The Duteh children started chang- 
ing my name. 


Do you still have 


First they called me 
San Nicolaas and then that became 
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Sankt Klaus and finally Santa Claus. 
The Dutch and German children 
started this business of the stock- 
ings, too. 

Boy: You mean they were the first 
ones to hang them on the fireplace 
for you to fill? 

Santa Ciaus: No, they didn’t hang 
stockings. They put their wooden 

shoes in a row in front of the fire- 

place. Then, after some of their 
people moved to America, the chil- 
dren didn’t use wooden shoes any 
more, so they hung up stockings 
(He finishes with last stock- 
Much more convenient, too. 


instead. 
ng.) 
I don’t have to lean over so much. 
(He picks up bag and goes left lo 
tree, takes out packages and puts them 
under tree.) 

Girt: How did giving presents start, 
Santa? 

Santa Ciaus: That goes wav back to 
the old their god, 
Saturn. He was a god of peave and 
happiness and contentment. 
they celebrated by giving gifts. 
They did it the same time of 
year that we have Christmas, so we 


Romans and 


So 
at 


took over the custom. 

Boy: Did they have Christmas trees, 
too? 

Santa Criaus: In a way they did. They 
didn’t call them Christmas trees, of 
course, but they did decorate trees 
with trinkets. 

(iiant: With lights, too? 

Santa Ciaus: No, not lights. Would 
you like to meet the man who first 
put lights on a tree? 

Boy and Giri: Yes, 

SANTA CLAUS: 


where is he? 
Ihe 


probably 


minute 


You've 


Just a 


starts for door. 





heard of Martin Luther, the great re- 
ligious leader. He’s the man. 
ing door) Mr. Luther, won’t you 
come in? (MarTIN LUTHER, wearing 
a dark robe, enters.) 

Lurner: Why, thank 
Nicholas. 

Santa Ciaus (Closing door): You see? 
Mr. Luther goes way back. He still 
calls me by my old name. (70 
LuTHER) | was telling these children 
that you were the first one to put 
lights on a tree. Isn’t that right? 

Luruer: Why, yes, it is. I had the 
idea of decorating an evergreen tree 
for Christmas. 


( Open- 


you, Saint 


I put candles on it 
to represent the star above Bethle- 
hem on the first Christmas Eve, and 
that was probably the first Christ- 
mas tree. 

Girt: Mr. Luther, I’m so glad you 
started Christmas trees. 

Luruer: Thank you, my dear. I cer- 
tainly had no idea that I was start- 
ing something that was going to last 


so long and spread to so many 


countries. 

Boy: Did you begin the custom of 
hanging mistletoe, too? 

Lurner: No, that was started long be- 
fore my time by the ancient Druids 
who lived in what is now France and 
the British Isles. There is a member 
of that ancient tribe outside right 

(Starting for door) Shall I 

ask him to come in? 


how, 
SANTA Ciaus: By all means. He’ll be 
welcome. 
LurTuHer (Opens door and beckons wath 
his arm): Come in, come in. (A 
Druin, dressed in a light-colored robe, 


enters. LwTHER closes door.) 


Druiw: Thank you. 
mas season to all. 
Santa Criaus (Pointing): We've been 


A merry Christ- 


wondering about the mistletoe you 
see hanging over the door. Do you 
know how the custom was started? 
Druip: Yes, I can tell you. In olden 
times, mistletoe was an emblem of 


And 


would stand under some mistletoe 


peace. alter wars, enemies 


and embrace to shew they were 

friends. It became a very popular 
custom, 

Grew: It’s still popular. Papa always 
kisses Mama under the mistletoe. 

Druip: Kissing under the mistletoe 
has been going on for thousands of 
years. 

Girt: How about sending Christmas 
cards? Have people been doing that 
for a long time, too? 

Druip: No, no, that’s a modern cus- 
tom. It’s only a little over a hun- 
dred years old. It was started by a 
man named Cole. 

Santa Ciaus: That’s right. Sir Henry 
Cole. (Starting for door) Wl eall 
him in. (Opening door, calling) Sir 
Henry, Sir Henry, won’t you come 
in? 

Sir 
Christmas to everyone. 


(Sin Henry Coie enters.) 
Henry A happy 
What can 


(As he enters): 


I do for you? 
SANTA CLAus (As he closes door): Tell 
Christmas cards. 
When did you start making them? 
Si Henry: That the year 
1846, in my little art shop in Lon- 


us about your 


was in 


don. I had an artist design a card 
with a picture of a merry family 
celebrating Christmas. 

Boy: How many cards did you make, 
Sir Henry? 





Si Henry: Only a thousand. But 
that was a big job because they all 


Santa Criaus: There, you see, all 
your questions have been answered. 
You’ve found out how our Christ- 

(Sleigh bells 

Still more guests! 

(Going to door and opening tl. A 


had to be colored by hand. But 

today millions of Christmas cards mas customs started. 

are sent out each year. (There is the on door ring.) 
sound of carolers singing off. 

CGik.: Listen, carolers are coming. 

Boy: Who can they be? It’s so late. 


Santa Ciaus: No one you know, but 


SHEPHERD stands in the doorway.) 
SHEPHERD: (Good 
Nicholas. I am a shepherd. May I 


evening, Saint 


for many years they’ve followed me 
as | make my rounds. (He starts 
for door.) Yhey are from different 
countries all over the world. (He 
opens door.) Come in, come in, all 
of you! (CaRroLers enter wearing 
costumes of different countries. They 
are singing a Christmas carol. SANTA 
CLawus closes door and then goes up- 
stage left with Sim Henry. Luter 
and Wrvip move upstage right. 
CAROLERS are at stage center. As 
CAROLERS finish singing) Well, well, 
well, we’re having a fine Christmas 
Ive celebration. (To Boy and Gir. 
Have you learned enough about 
Christmas customs? 

Boy: We’ve learned a Jot all right but 
what about singing carols? 


SANTA CLaus: That’s an old custom. 


Maybe some of these folks can tell 
us about it. 

IvaALIAN Boy: In Italy, we don’t call 
them carols. 
elles. 
Frencu Giri: In France, the Christ- 


mas songs are called noels. 


We call them pastor- 


GERMAN Boy: The custom started in 


Germany. People sang carols while 
they danced around a crib in a 
church. Then later on they walked 
about from house to house singing. 
(Some of the CAROLERS move left, 
Son right. ) 


SANTA CLAUS: 


come in? 

Of course, you'll be 
weleome. (He closes door.) There 
were shepherds watching their flocks 
by night on the first Christmas Eve. 


Suepnerb: I was one of them. I’ve 


been listening to all that you’ve 
been saying about Christmas cus- 
toms. ‘They are all related in some 
way to that night in Bethlehem. 
(Ile goes to stage center and indicates 
Santa Ciaus and various objects as 
he speaks.) The message we received 
was “Peace on earth, good will 
toward men.” You show that spirit 
of good will, Saint Nicholas. so do 
the gifts and cards we give. The 
mistletoe is an emblem of peace. 
The tree, the shining decorations, 
the bright-colored lights all are 
things of beauty to remind us of that 
glorious time when our Lord came 
on earth. The songs we sing are all 
because of Him, like the song we 
heard as we watched our flocks by 
night. (Caroters begin to sing 
“Glory to God in the Highest.” All 
except Boy and Gin join in the sing- 
ing. Boy and Giru nod their heads 
forward, asleep as the curtain falls.) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 94) 





The Talking Christmas Tree 


by Margaret Georgia Fawcett 


Characters 
Pine TREE 
Snow Farry 
TINSEL Farry 
JINGLE Bei Fairy 
Brieut BALL Fairy 
MARK 
SALLY 

Time: Christmas Eve. 

SETTING: A clearing in the woods. 

At Rise: Pine Tree is alone in the 
center of the stage. The SNow Fairy 
comes running onto the scene, from 
the left. 

Pine Tree: Hello! Who are you? 

Snow Fairy: 
Fairies. 

Pixe Tree (Disappointed): 1 hoped 
you were someone else. 

Snow Fairy: Why? 


I’m one of the Snow 


Pine Tree: | have special reasons. 

Snow Fairy: If I make you white with 
snow to keep you warm all night, 

(She 


artificial snow all over him. 


won't you be glad? scatters 
PINE 
TREE shakes himse lf, trying to shale 
it off.) 

PINE TREE: | 
white. 


he all 
I want to be bright with tin- 
sel and shiny balls, like other pine 


don’t want to 


trees, on Christmas Eve. 

Snow Farry: You have to be chopped 
down to be a Christmas tree! 

PINE ‘TREE: Being chopped down isn’t 
much fun, of course. It’s better when 
they bring along a shovel and dig us 
up by the roots. 


Snow Farry: And plant you by the 
garden gate? 

Pine Tree: No, in a bucket in the 
warm living room, with lights all lit, 
and fill my branches with presents. 
Oh, that must be fun! 

Snow Farry: know? 
You've always lived im the forest. 


How do you 

Pinte Tree: Every pine tree knows it’s 
fun to be a Christmas tree! Children 
clap their hands when they see you 
and grown-ups smile. Kveryone is 

happier when you’re around. That’s 

worth all the trouble it takes to grow 

(He looks offstage, as 
laughter and the jingle of bells are 
heard.) Who’s this coming through 
the woods? 

Snow Fury (Peering offstage): It 
looks like the Christmas tree fairies. 
I'll call (She 


waves her wand.) 


to be a tree. 


them to come here. 

This is their busy 
night. (Bricur Baus Fairy, TInsen 
Farry, and Jincue Beit Farry run 
onstage.) 

Tinsen Farry: I should say it was our 
busy night! We’ve been here, there, 
and everywhere! We're still on our 
way. 

Bricur Bau 


magic polish this year, that makes 


Farry: There’s a new 


the balls shine brighter than ever. 
You 


all the Christmas trees! 


them sparkling on 
The PINE 


should see 


TREE groans and sighs. 
JINGLE Bev Farry: What’s the matter 
with him? 





Snow Farry: He doesn’t want to see 
a Christmas tree 
one, 


TINSEL 


he wants to be 


Farry: Why isn’t he, then? 
Was he naughty? 

Pine Tree: I was not! Perhaps it’s 
because I’m too small. 

sracaT? Bay Farry: We polished balls 
on a lot of small trees 

Pine Tree: Then maybe I’m_ too 
large. 

TINSEL Oh, There 
plenty of big grandfather trees, with 
tinsel stars touching the ceiling. 

JincLe Beit Farry: And with bells 

branch. Oh, they’re so 
beautiful! (Pine TREeEe starts to cry.) 

Pine Tree: Boo hoo hoo! 
look beautiful, too! 

Farry: Poor little Pine Tree, 
don’t ery! 

Tinse. Farry: I'll tell you what we'll 
do! We'll trim him, right where he 


is! (She starts unwinding tinsel from 


Farry: no! are 


on every 


I want to 


SNOW 


around her waist.) 
JiIncLe Bevt Farry: 
woods? 
Bricur Baty Farry: Why not? 
plenty of bright balls to spare. 


Here, in the 

I've 

(Shi 
lakes balls from large bag she carries 
and starls attaching them to branches 
of tree.) 

Tinset Farry: Now he’ll look bright 


and beautiful to anyone who may 


pass by. (The Fairies are busy trim- 
ming the tree.) 

Pine Tree (Drying his eyes): It’s no 

use. Nobody will be passing so late 
on Christmas Eve. 

Sxow Farry: Never mind, the rabbits 
will like it. 

Pixe Tree: It might scare them to 
see me dressed up this way. 


JINGLE Bett Farry: How surprised 
the birds will be when they wake up 
at dawn! 

Pine Tree: They’! think it’s a new 
new kind of fruit, and start pecking 
at me. 

TINSEL Farry (Finishing winding tinsel 

(She 
waves her wand over the tree) Sparkle, 
sparkle! Catch the light! 

Bricur Batt Farry (Waving her 
wand): Shine, shine, red balls and 
white! 

JINGLE Bevi Farry (Waves her wand): 
Tinkle, tinkle, in the night! (Pine 
Tree shakes, and bells jingle.) 

Snow Farry (Stands to one side, ad- 
miring Pint Tree): Oh, Pine Tree! 
What a pretty sight! 

Pine Tree (Shakes himself a little, 
looking pleased): I must say, I do 
feel better. (Looks glum again) Dear 
me! I don’t want to be ungrateful, 
of course, but I would like to be in a 
warm room where there are lots of 
little children. 


on tree): There, I’m through! 


Snow Farry (Looking off right, through 
the woods): There are some children 
in the woods now. 

Pine Tree (Ezcitedly): Where are 
they? Can they see me? 

Tinse Farry: They’re coming this 
way! Let’s stay and hear what they 
say. 

Bricur Batu Farry: Yes, they can’t 
see us, but they’ll see our trimmings 
on the tree. (FAIRIES move upstage 
left and right. Mark and Sa.iy 
enter. Mark is wheeling a wheel- 
barrow, which has a shovel in it. They 
do not see Pine TREE yet.) 


SaLLty: Which way shall we go now? 














We haven’t found any small trees 
on this path. 

Mark: I don’t think it makes much 
difference. I don’t know what good 
it would do to have a tree so late on 
Christmas Eve, anyway. We haven’t 
anything to trim it with. 

SaLLy: I told you I found some red 
ribbon I can tie on the branches, and 
there’s the popcorn I strung this 
morning. 

Mark: Which way shall we go? You 
choose. Straight ahead? 

SALLY: Let’s try this way. (They start 
towards center stage. Sau.y stops 
quickly) Mark, look! What’s that? 

Mark: Oh, my goodness! 

SALLY (Running over to Pint Tree): 
It’s a pine tree! A pine tree all 
trimmed for Christmas! 
tiful it looks! 
dig it up. 

Mark: Wait a minute! It may belong 
to somebody! 

Pine Tree (Shaking his head and 
speaking softly): Noooo! 

Mark (Looks around puzzled): What 
was that? Who said “no’’? (Farris 
softly giggle to themselves.) 

SAuLy: It was the wind, silly! Hurry, 
here’s the shovel. 


How beau- 


Mark, quick, let *s 


Did you ever see 
anything so bright and shiny and 
pretty? 

Mark: Sally, I don’t think we should 
take it. 

Sa..y: Mark, it’s for us! I know it is! 
It’s meant for us, to take home to 
surprise the new baby and all the 
other children. Mother said Santa 
got tired of coming to our house be- 
cause there are so many of us, but 
I’m sure he left this here so we could 
find it. (Farrres laugh again softly) 


Mark (Looks around quickly): What 
was that? 

SaLLy: Just the ice crackling in the 
branches. Please, Mark, do start 
digging! Don’t chop it down. We 
ean plant it after Christmas and 
maybe it will grow ornaments every 
year. (The Pine TREE giggles. Mark 
looks surprised again.) 

Mark: More funny noises around here! 
Let’s get away 
(He starts to go. 
around him.) 

SALLY (T'rying noi to ery): No, no! It 
that tree weren’t meant for us, we 
wouldn’t have found it! I 
leave it. 

Mark: All right, 1’ll dig it up for you. 
Then we'll go away. It’s spooky 

He pretends to 


it’s too scary! 
Farries crowd 


can't 


here in the woods. 
dig around the tree with his shovel.) 
SALLY: Spooks can’t be out on Christ- 
mas Eve, but I’m sure the woods 
are full of Christmas Spirits wanting 
to make everyone happy. (Fairies 
smile and giggle to themselves.) 
Mark: Spirits or not, it’s strange find- 


ing a tree all fixed up this way. 


There it we've 


trimming and all! 


£oes, got it now, 

(He lifts tree into 

SALLY helps.) 

SALLY: Do be careful! We don’t want 
to break any of the pretty balls! 
Oh, I’m so happy and grateful! 
Come on, quickly, Mark! Let’s take 
the pretty thing home! (She leads 
the way through the woods. Mark 
pushes the wheelbarrow. Pine Tree 
waves to Fatries, who wave back to 
him and laugh merrily, as they run 
off in opposite direction. Curtain.) 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 94) 


wheelbarrow. 








Characters 
KING CoLe 

QUEEN COLETTE 
FippLe-Drr-DEr the 


bh ippLe-Der-Do - Fiddlers 
I ippLe-Der-Dum Three 
NITA 

Riva - maids 

LITA 


Sin ALGERNON Grumpy, Prime Min- 
wstler 

Iiaip, the King’s page boy 

Farner, Flip’s father 

SERVANTS 

Court ATTENDANTS 

VILLAGERS 

Tre: Two days before Christmas. 

Serrinc: Throne Room of King Cole’s 
Castle. 

Av Rise: Fippie-Der-Der ts seated 
on a stool, head in hands, looking 
dejected. Fippite-Der-Do is stand- 
ing at right. Fippte-Dre-Dum paces 
up and down at left. 

FippLe-Drr-Drr What a 


has be- 


(Sighs) : 
gloomy place this court 
come! No one ever laughs or smiles 
or even says anything cheerful. 

We all go around with long faces. 
hippiE-Dee-Do: All except Flip, the 
King’s page boy. Sometimes | 
think he is the only one who hasn't 
forgotten how to smile. He’s always 
happy. (Crosses to Fippie-Dere- 
Dee) But what has happened to 


the rest of us? 





Old King Cole’s Christmas 


by Marguerite Atherton 


Fippte-Dee-Der (Shaking his head 
sadly): 1 don’t know, unless we all 
follow the pattern set by his Maj- 
esty, King Cole. 

I ippLe-Derr-Dum (Joining others): Do 
you remember the good old days 
when this court was the happiest 
and most carefree in the whole world, 
and everyone sang: 

Old King Cole was a merry old soul, 
And a merry old soul was he, (A// 
forget to be sad.) 

hippLe-Der-Do (Gaily): He called for 

his pipe, 
He called for his bowl, 
FippLte-Der-Der (Cheerfully): And he 
called for his Fiddlers Three. 
Fippie-Derr-Do and Fippwr- De- 
Dum (Pointing to Fippie-Dee- 
Derr): Fiddle-Dee-Dee. 

hippLeE-Der-Der (Bowing): At your 
service! 

FippLe-Der-Dere and Fipp_e-Dee- 
Dum (Pointing to Fippie-Der-Do): 
Fiddle-Dee-Do. 

Fippte-Der-Do (Bowing): At 
service! 

FippLte-Derr-Dere and Fippie-DeEe- 
Do (Pointing to Fippie-Der-Dum): 
Fiddle-Dee-Dum. 

FippLe-Der-Dum (Bowing): At your 
service! 

FrppLers THreer (Together): He called 
for his Fiddlers Three. (Bowing) At 
your service! 


your 


FippLe-Der-Dum: Those were happy 








times, and now (Looking around) 
look at this place! Here it is, only 
two days until Christmas, and not a 
sign of Christmas anywhere. No 
wreaths, no holly, no mistletoe, and 
(Shaking head sadly) worst of all, 
no preparations for Christmas din- 
ner. 

Fippie-Der-Do: I wish I were home 
helping to put up the Christmas 
tree. 

Fippte-Der-Dum: And smelling the 
mince pies and good things my 
mother are making. 
(Rubbing stomach) Yum, yum! The 
very thought of it makes me hungry! 
What’s wrong here, anyway? 

FippLe-Der-Dee: Ill tell you what’s 
wrong! It’s that old Sir Algernon 
Grumpy! The trouble all started 
when he became Prime Minister and 


and sisters 


Adviser to the King. 

FippLe-Der-Do: Perhaps you're right. 
The King used to call for us every 
day, but now we never see him. 
(Kura, Nita and Lava enter from 
backstage and stand listening.) 

FippLe-Der-Dee: We know 
gernon doesn’t like us. 

tira, Nava and Lita (Together): Wi, 
Fiddlers Three! 

FippLters Turee (Together): Wi, 
Maidens Three! 

Rita: We heard that last remark and 
you are certainly right. 

Lira: That old Sir 
meaner every day. 
Nira: Nobody likes him and he is as 

jealous of you as he can be. 
FippLters Turee (Together): 
of us! Why? 
Lira: Because he knows the King likes 
Vou. 


Sir 


Al- 


Algernon gets 


Jealous 


71 


Rrra: Come on, we'd better get to 
work. 

FippLe-Der-Der: And we'd better be 
on our way. (FIDpLERS move to 
exit.) 

Nira: Remember what we said and 
watch out for old Sir Algernon. 

Fippters THree (Turning as they 
reach exit, and making deep bows): 
(C,oodbye. 

Riva, Nrrva and Lrra (Waving feather 
dusters and curtsying): Bye-bye. 

Lira: How I wish we could hear some 
of their jolly tunes again! 

Nira: That’s in the 
court wishes; that is, everyone ex- 
cept Sir Algernon. They say each 
time King Cole asks for the Fiddlers 
Three, old Sir Algernon makes some 


what everyone 


excuse to keep them apart. 

Lira: Let’s get our work done. (They 
busy themselves dusting thrones, re- 
move stool to wings, and flick dust 
from other parts of room.) 

Riva (Stopping her dusting and listen- 
ing): | hear the King coming! 

Nira: Quick, let’s go! (They run out 
left, as KING and QUEEN enter right, 
followed ATTENDANTS. 
KING and QuEEN sit on thrones.) 


by Courr 


KinG (Looking about): Where is my 


Prime Minister? (Sim ALGERNON 
enters) Oh, there you are, Sir Al- 
gernon. ‘Today we wish to see the 
Fiddlers Three. 

Sik ALGeERNON: But, Your Majesty, 
your Adviser feels it would not be 
WISe. 

KinG (Slightly impatient): Why not? 

Sirk ALGERNON: Their gay, silly tunes 
would keep us from doing our im- 
portant work, Your Majesty. 


Kine: Piffle! We wish to hear some of 











their gay tunes instead of your sad 
talk. 

Sin ALGERNON: But, my lord! 

KING: Not another word! Begone, and 
do as I say! 

Sik ALGERNON: Yes, Your Majesty. 
(Bows and crits) 

KING (Wearily): The rest of you may 
go. 
by sad faces. 


We are tired of being surrounded 
We 


Go, all of you, ex- 


want merriment 
and happiness. 
cept Flip. 
Flip have the only cheerful faces in 
the AT- 
TENDANTS exit.) Come closer, Flip. 


It seems my Queen and 


whole court. (Court 

I'iip (Advancing to throne): Yes, Your 
Majesty. 

KinG: Tell me, boy, why do you look 
so happy? 

huir: | suppose, Your Majesty, be- 
cause | am happy inside. (Touching 
heart) 

KinG (Sighs): 1 wish I were. Where do 
vou live, Flip? 

Fup: I live in the village, Sire, with 
my mother and father and eight 
brothers and sisters. 

(JUEEN: Are they all as happy as you? 

Kip: Oh, yes, Your Majesty, they are 
all very happy, especially now that 
Christmas is almost here. 

Kina: Christmas? (Thoughtfully) Why, 
I had forgotten all about Christmas. 
Tell me, what does your father do? 

liuir: He is a shoemaker, Your Maj- 
esty, and a very wise man. 

Kine: A wise man (Pondering) He 
must be a wise man to make so many 
people happy. Is he wealthy? 

Fiip: No, Sire, we are poor; but we 
have a roof over our heads and, since 
my brothers and I are old enough 
to earn, we always have something 
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to eat. We all help as much as we 
can and this year will have a very 
merry Christmas. 

Kine (Slowly): Christmas 
are all happy. 


— and you 

(Leaning forward.) 
If your father is such a wise man 
that he can make ten people happy 
on the little he earns, perhaps he 
can help me. 

Iiip: I am sure he can, Your Majesty. 

Kina: Go, bring him to me, Flip. 

Fie: Yes, Your Majesty. (He bows and 
exils.) 

QueEN: It will be wonderful if we can 
all be happy again, my lord. 

Kine: | wonder what the secret can be. 
(Sin ALGERNON enters.) 

Sir ALGERNON (Bowing low): I am 
deeply sorry, Sire, that I am the 
bearer of unhappy news. 

Kina: Out with it, whatever it is. 

Sim ALGerNnon: The ungrateful Fid- 
dlers Three have departed from Your 
Majesty’s Court. 

QurEEN: What! How terrible! 

KinG (Surprised): My beloved fid- 

Without even a 

Why did 




















diers Three gone. 
farewell to their King! 
they go? 

Sir ALGERNON: I know 
(Enter Fire and FaruHer.) 

KinG: That will do. You may go. 
(Sir ALGERNON hesitates.) Go, | say! 
(Sir ALGERNON reluctantly 
exits. \KK1nG turns to Ftp) So this is 
your father, Flip. Come, my good 
man, and speak to your King. (Fie 


not, Sure. 


bows, 


and Farner advance to throne. 
FaTHer kneels.) Rise, my good 
fellow. (FATHER rises.) Your son 


tells me you have a happy family. 
Fatuer: A very happy family, Your 
Majesty. 


ee ee oe 








Kinc: What makes them so happy? 

FaTHER: I suppose, Sire, because each 
one helps the others to be happy. 

KinG: Do you think I could be happy? 

FatHerR: I am sure Your Majesty 
could be most happy. 

KinG: Tell me how. 

FaTHER (Slowly): By helping others. 

Kinc: Whom could I help? (Farner 
hesitates.) Don’t be afraid, answer 
my question. 

FaTHER: Sire, if you would only take 
the same interest in your people 
that you used to, it would not only 
bring happiness to them but to your- 
self as well. 

KinG: I do take the same interest in 
my people that I always have. 
Every day some of them used to 
come for an audience with me. Now 
they no longer come. 

Farner: Many still come, Your Maj- 
esty, but they are always sent away. 
lor days they have been coming with 
Christmas gifts for Your Majesty, 
and all are told to go home and take 
their gifts with them. 

KinG: Who dares send them away? 

FaTHER: It is said, Your Majesty, that 
Sir Algernon Grumpy gives the 
orders. 

Fiip: Yes, Your Majesty, and on the 
road here we met the Fiddlers 
Three and they were very sad be- 
cause Sir Algernon had told them to 
leave the court and never return. 

KinG (Rising and speaking angrily): 

What! That scoundrel sent away my 

He shall 


Claps hands and serv- 


beloved Fiddlers Three! 
pay for this! 
ants enter) Quick! Send messengers 
in all directions, find the Fiddlers 
Three, tell them their King desires 


their immediate return to court. 
And send Sir Algernon Grumpy here. 
Make haste. 

Servants: Yes, Your Majesty. (Bow, 
exit hurriedly.) 

Queen: [ hope you will soon find 
another Prime Minister, who can 
smile and have the people like him. 

KiNG: I have already found such a one. 
(Sir ALGERNON enters.) 

Sir ALGERNON: You sent for your 
Prime Minister, Sire? 

KinG: I sent for you, but you are no 
longer my Prime Minister. For your 
plans to separate me from. the 
Fiddlers Three and from my people, 
I hereby banish you from the court. 
But first, (To Servants) take off 
his robe of office and decorations, 
and place them upon Flip’s father, 
our new Prime Minister! (SERVANTS 
lake robe and decorations from Sir 
ALGERNON and place them on F.1p’s 
FATHER.) 

QUEEN (xciledly): Three cheers for 
the new Prime Minister! 

Aut (Led by Queen): RAH! RAH! 
RAH! 

Kina (Pointing to Sir ALGERNON): 
Take him away. 
Sirk ALGERNON out.) 

QUEEN: Now we'll be happy once more! 
Decorate the halls with holly and 
mistletoe; tell the cook to make 
preparations for the biggest and best 


(SERVANTS lake 


Christmas dinner we have ever had! 
KinG: Send forth a proclamation to 
my people that their King will wel- 
come them to the palace any time 
they wish to come. And now, I call 
for my pipe, my bowl and my 
Fiddlers Three. Two S@RVANTS 
enter. One carries a cushion on 





which rests a long-stemmed pipe, the 
other carrics a tray on which is a bowl. 
Behind 
Tuner, carrying fiddles. 
followed by ATTENDANTS 
and VILLAGERS who range themselves 
about the inst SERVANT 
kneels before the WING who lakes the 
pipe. SECOND SERVANT places bowl 
on table beside the 


them come the FippLers 
They are 


Cour! 


slage. 


KING, who rises 

and extends his hands in welcome) 

Welcome, thrice welcome, my be- 

Fiddlers Three! And_ the 
same to all my friends here. 

Kippters Turer (Bowing): 
you, Your Majesty. 

KinG: How about a jolly tune? Play 
my (If the Fippiers 
Tureen cannot play the violins, they 
pretend lo play, while a recording of 


loved 


Thank 


favorite. 


“Old King Cole” is played offstage. 
All join in singing as the KING, 
smiling and using his pipe as a 
baton, keeps time.) 

QUEEN: Let’s begin 
celebration now! 

KinG: A splendid idea, my love! But 
first (Rising and speaking to audience, 
making a sweeping gesture) may we 
wish each one of you a very Merry 
Christmas! 

Au: Merry Christmas! Merry Christ- 
mas! 


our Christmas 


(As music continues, those on 
call 
“Merry Christmas” and throw con- 
fetti. The Kina sits on the throne 
watching with a pleased expressiun, 
smoking his pipe, as the curtain falls.) 


stage dance and sing; some 


THE END 








PRODUCTION NOTES 
Oxup Kine Coin’s CuristMas 


Characters: 7 male; 4 female: male and female 


extras as desired. Cast may have fewer 
characters if desired. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes; Court costumes. The King and 


Queen wear the customary crowns and long 
trains fastened at the shoulders. Their 
costumes, those of the Fiddlers Three, and 
most of the others may be c« pi <d from il- 
lustrations in a Mother Goose book. Sir 
Algernon a dark suit with a wide 
bright ribbon across left shoulder to right 
waistline. Pasted or pinned to the ribbon 
are medals cut from gold or silver paper. 
He wears a dark cape, which, along with 
the ribbon and medals, is taken from him 
when he is deprived of the office of Prime 
Minister, The Villagers brightly 
colored peasant costumes. 

Properties: Feather dusters for Rita, Lita, and 
Nita; tray with bowl and cushion with pipe, 
for servants; fiddles for the Fiddlers Three. 


wears 


weal 


Setting: The Throne Room of King Cole's 
Castle. Two thrones, one for the King and 


one for the Queen, are upstage center. A 
small table is at the right of the King’s 
throne. There is a stool down center, which 
is later removed by the maids. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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To me hate oh ar 


Part Four 


Christmas Program 





Sing the Songs of Christmas 


by 


Characters 
MASTER OF CEREMONIES 
PEASANT 
2 WoopcarRvErs 
APPRENTICE WoOoDCARVER 
FRANCIS OF ASSISI 
3 SHEPHERDS 
JEANETTE 
ISABELLA 
CHILDREN 
Martin LUTHER 
CATHERINE LUTHER 
LUTHER’S SONS 
LuTHER’s DAUGHTER 
Waits, roving singers 
3 INDIAN BRAVES 
3 INDIAN CHIEFS 
Isaac Watts 
JosepH Mour 
FRANZ GRUBER 
PHILuies Brooks 
Lewis REDNER 
CHORUS 

SETTING: The stage is decorated gaily 
for Christmas. 

Ar Rise: The Cuorus stands upstage. 
Master OF CEREMONIES comes in 
briskly, carrying a script, and goes to 
a reading stand at one side. 

M.C. (To audience): Merry Christmas! 
(To Cuorus) Merry Christmas! 





Note: Words and music to the carols in this program 
may be found in A Treasury of Christmas Songs and 
Carols, edited by Henry W. Simon, Houghton Mifflin, 
Boston, 1955; or in Fireside Book of Folk Songs, edited 
by Boni, Lloyd, and Provensen, Simon and Schuster, 
New York, 1947. 


A ile 


en Fisher 
Boy in CuHorus: In French it’s 
Joyeux Noel. 
Girt: In China it’s Tin Hao Nian. 


Boy: In Italy it’s Bono Natale. 
Giri: In Germany it’s Froeliche Wein- 
achten. 
Boy: In Sweden it’s God Jul. 
Girt: In Mexico it’s Felices Pascuas. 
M.C.: But wherever you are, however 
you say it, it means the same thing: 
Merry Christmas! 
Auu: Merry Christmas! (Cnorus be- 
gins to march around gaily, singing 
the first two stanzas of “Deck the 
Halls.” As they march they throw 
sprigs of fir or small red paper bells 
At the end of the 
second stanza, M.C. stops them.) 
M.C.: Wait a minute! Wait a minute! 
I’m afraid you're starting at the 
“Deck the Halls” 
shouldn’t come at the beginning of 
the program. You'll be getting 
everybody all mixed up. (All Cuorus 


members, except one Giri, go back 


around the stage. 


wrong place. 


lo their places.) 


~ 
- 


WRL: But it’s such a merry song, and 
we were just talking about a Merry 
Christmas! (She does a little jig as 


she sings.) “Fa-la-la-la-la, la-la, 


la-la.”” 
M.C.: Merry, yes, but we have to have 
some order here, not Just a jumble of 
carols, (Thumbs through 


script) 
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“Deck the Halls’ doesn’t come until 
page ten. 

Gairw (Jigging again merrily): Fa-la-la- 
la-la, la-la, la-la. 

M.C. (Back at stand, ignoring Gir): 
Ladies and gentlemen, a great deal 
of obscurity surrounds the origin of 
many of favorite Christmas 
carols, but we are going to do our 
best to put them in their places. 

MAC. 

gently but firmly puts her back in her 

place in Cnorus, then returns to 
stand.) 


our 


Ciint begins to jig again. 


In the first place, people 
have been singing Christmas carols 
for hundreds and hundreds of years. 
Let’s go back to 1223 A.D., more 
than seven hundred years ago. It 
is Christmastide in Assisi, a town in 
central Italy. The day is cool, but 
fair, with a gleaming jewel of sun 
in a clear sky. A peasant approaches, 
carrying a queer wooden box and a 
bundle of hay. 
wath around 
curtously, puts down box and shrugs.) 
Something is obviously wrong. He 
doesn’t 


(PEASANT enters 


bor and hay, looks 


seem to know what he is 


here for. Well, here comes a wood- 

carver. Perhaps he will know. (1st 

WoopcarRverR enters. He _ carries 

wooden figures of animals. He looks 
around, ) 

Ist Woopcarver: Is this the place? 

Peasant (Shrugging): Each man has 
his own place, so they say. What 
place do you mean? 

Isr Woopcarver: I was told to come 
to the edge of town near a certain 
olive tree. 

Peasant: Here’s an olive tree, that’s 
certain. What have you there? 

Ist WoopcarRver: An ox, an ass and 








three sheep, carved of wood and 
painted according to instructions. 

PEASANT: You, too, had instructions? 

Ist Woopcarver (Nodding): From 
Brother Francis. (Looks at Pras- 
ANT’s box and hay) But I am afraid 
I do not perceive the meaning of 
your instructions. A box of hay? 

PEASANT: Box, indeed! you 
never seen a manger? 

Ist Woopcarver: Oh, a manger. One 
manger for an ox, an ass, and three 
sheep? I do not understand. 

M.C.: Now, a second woodcarver ap- 

He recognizes the first. 
(2np WoopDCARVER comes in briskly, 
carrying wooden figures.) 

2np Woopcarver: Good morrow to 

Where is Brother Francis? 

Isr WoopcarRvER: Who can say? 

2np WoopcarRver: I can say I’d like 
to know the meaning of all this. 
Hay. A wooden box. Animals of 
wood. And my carved figures. 

PeASANT: What figures? 

2np Woopcarver: A_ middle-aged 
man, a young mother, and a child. 
At first I hesitated to carve the 
child. “Such a child as the Christ 
Child might have been,” Brother 
Francis instructed me. How could I 
carve such a child? How would a 
stern Judge who fills us with fear 
and awe look as a child, I won- 
dered. Ah, it was as if Brother 
Francis read my thoughts. 

Ist WoopcaRvVER: How’s that? 

2np Woopcarver: “Not a Judge!’ he 
told me. ‘People think of Christ 
wrongly. I how them they 

He is not a dreaded 

He is as a friendly, loving 

Can you 


Have 


proaches. 


you. 


must 
are mistaken. 
Judge. 
child. 


9 


‘arve him so’ 





(APPRENTICE WOODCARVER, carri/- 
ing other figures, enters, and stands 
listening.) So I carved a smiling 
child, like my own son in the cradle! 
So! (Holds up figure. Sees ApPREN- 
TICE Woopcarver.) Who are you? 
APPRENTICE WOODCARVER: 
apprentice woodcarver. My master 
is ill. He was unable to bring the 
three kings to the appointed place. 
(Puts kings down, takes angels from 
pocket) And the angels. 


I am an 


(Somewhat 
embarrassed) Brother Francis asked 
me, a mere apprentice, if I could 
carve angels. Are they all right? 

Ist Woopcarver (Appraisingly): A 
little small, I should say. 

2nD Woopcarver: On the contrary, 
not small enough. 

PEASANT: Here comes Brother Francis. 
He will know what is large enough 
and small enough! (FRANcIS oF 
Assisi enters joyously.) 

FRANCIS: So you are all here, brothers. 
Ah! I see you have brought what 
I asked. Now I can teach the people 
what they must be taught, and in 
a simple way. | that 
Christ is not a stern Judge, but a 
little Child to be loved. 
bor) The manger is just as I wanted 

Puts 


can teach 


(Bends over 


it — not too fine and fancy. 
in some hay) 

PEASANT (Awed): The Christ is not to 
be feared, you say? 

He is to be loved. 

Here you see the whole story. (Ges- 


FRANCIS: No, no. 


tures at manger and figures) We shall 
carry the story into the church and 
light it with candles, so everyone in 
Assisi can see. 
Isr WoopcarverR: See what, Brother 
Francis? 


Francis (Laughing): You do not un- 
derstand? Then watch me. (He 
begins to set up the creche.) 
the manger in Bethlehem, the city 


Here is 


of David, where Joseph, who was of 
the 
taxed. 


house of David, went to be 
Here, the 
humble, friendly beasts in the stable, 


brothers, are 
giving of their warmth that winter 
night so long ago. (Places animals 
around the manger) This is the little 
donkey Mary rode from Nazareth, 
Blessed 


manger ) 


she being great with child. 
Mary! 
“And she brought forth her first-born 


(Places her near the 


son, and wrapped him in swaddling 
clothes, and laid him in a manger, 
because there was no room for them 
in the inn.” 
PEASANT: Now I see the need for the 
manger! And hay for the bed! 
Francis: “And there were shepherds 
in the same district living in the 
fields and keeping watch over their 
(To \srt Woop- 
Your cloak will make an 
excellent field, brother, being of such 
(Puts cloak 


to one side, places shepherds on (t) 


flock by night.” 
CARVER) 


a good earthy color. 


“And behold, an angel of the Lord 

stood by them... .” 

APPRENTICE (//olding out angel): Here 

Is it 

Or too large, perhaps? 

Places 
angel near shepherds) “And the glory 
of the Lord 
them.”’ 

2nD Woopcarver: The candies in the 


is the angel, Brother Francis. 
too small? 
FrANcIs: Just right, my boy! 
about 


shone round 


church are like the glory of the Lord 
APPRENTICE Woopcarver (Intent on 
The shepherds 
But the angel told them not 


the story): 


were 


afraid. 








to fear, didn’t he, Brother Francis? 
Francis (Nodding): “Behold,” he said. 
“| bring you news of great joy, 


which shall be to all people. For to- 


day in the town of David a Saviour — 


has been born to you, who is Christ 
the Lord. You shall find Him 
wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying 
in a manger.” 

PrAsSANT: Ave, a manger 

Francis: “And suddenly, there was 
with the 
heavenly host praising God 


angel, a multitude of the 


(Come, brothers, we must praise God. 

We must circle around the manger of 

(iod’s Son and sing our praises. 

Christmas is a time of joy, brothers! 

Christmas is a time for singing. 

Come, join hands, and sing for the 

(Christ Child in the manger on the 

holy eve of Christmas. Sing with 

joy! (They join hands and circle 
around the creche singing “Angels We 
Have Heard on High.’’) 

Peasant, Woopcarvers, FRANctIs: 
“Angels we have heard on high, 
Sweetly singing o’er the plains,” ete. 

Cuorus (Joining in): “Gloria,” ete. 

Peasant, Woopcarvers, _FRrancts 


(Cireling the creche as they sing): 


“Shepherds, why this jubilee,” ete. 


Cuonus: “Gloria,” ete. (PEASANT, 
Woopcarvers and Francis begin to 
move the creche to back center stage 
where it will be out of sight behind 
Corus. Corus parts, standing on 
hoth sides temporarily.) “Come to 
Bethlehem and see 
Him whose birth the angels sing,” 
ete, (If the creche has nol bee nm COM- 
pletely moved by the end of the third 
stanza, Cuorus sings forth stanza, 


“See Him in a manger laid.” Pras- 


is 


ANT, WoopcaRVeERs and FRANCIs exit 
behind Cuorvs. ) 

M.C.: That was the beginning of 
Christmas caroling, more than seven 
hundred years ago — the singing for 
joy around the first creche of St. 
Francis of Assisi! That was the be- 
ginning. After St. Francis made re- 
ligion more by his little 
drama of the story of the nativity, 


human 


special Christmas songs sprang up 
among the people. In many places 
in italy, peasantsand shepherds came 
down out of the hills at Christmas- 
time, to sing and play their pipes 
the Townsfolk 
wished to celebrate Christmas would 


in villages. who 

place a wooden spoon outside their 

door as a signal. (Boy from Cuorus 

puts oul a wooden spoon. In a mo- 

THREE SHEPHERDS, — rather 
frightened, come running in.) 

Ist SHEPHERD: What a woman! 

2ND SHEPHERD: Her chasing us down 
the road like that with a stick! 

3kp SHEPHERD: Wake her baby, in- 
deed! As if her 
baby wouldn’t be lulled to sleep by 


ment 


With our singing? 


our singing! 
Ist SHEPHERD: 


Look, a spoon. 


Aye. (Sees spoon) 
(Looks back toward 
wings) Is it safe? Has she gone? 
(Picks up spoon, uses it for baton) 
Come, lads, let’s give them a song 
of rejoicing. “O Come, © Come, 
Emmanuel.” 
‘THREE SHEPHERDS: 


Emmanuel, 


() come, © come, 


And ransom captive Israel,” ete. 
(SHEPHERDS move out al the end of 
two or three stanzas, taking the spoon 
with them.) 

M.C.: other 


Rejoice! in 


tejoice 








countries, too, as well as in Italy. 
In France, too, songs were being 
sung to celebrate the Christ Child’s 
birthday. Noél, they called it. Noél 
for the Christmas birthday! Joyeux 
Noél! 
shepherd carols of medieval France, 
“The First Nowell.” 

Boys iN Cuorus: “The first Nowell the 
angel did say,” ete. 

Cuorus: “Nowell, Nowell,” ete 


And we still sing one of the 


Boys iN Cnorvus: “Then let us all with 
one accord,” ete. 

Cuorvus: “Nowell, Nowell,” ete. (Al 
fwe stanzas of “The First Nowell’ 

During the 

last chorus, several CHILDREN carry- 


may be used if desired. 


ing flashlight torches hurry across the 
slaqe.) 
M.C.: What 


Torches? 


that? 


Yes, of course. 


Was Lights? 
We are 
still in France in the middle ages. 
We are in Provence, in southeastern 
it There 
a creche for Christmas Eve 
Provence. 


France, at Christmas time. 


must be 
i (CHorus 80 


parts, 


creche shows.) 


Gake In Cnorus (Calling oul 
“Torches here, Jeanette, Isabella! 
Torches here to His cradle run!” 


(JeaNetTe and Isapewia, followed 
by other CHILDREN, come running in 
They stand near 
creche to light it while singing 
Tsabella.”’ ) 
Cur. IN Cuorus: “This is Jesus, good 
folk of the village, 
Christ is born, ’tis Mary calling.” 


again with lights. 
the 
“Bring a Torch, Jeanette, 


JEANETTE, ISABELLA and CuHuorus 


(Loudly, crowding to look): “Ah! Ah! 
What a lovely mother! Ah! Ah! 
What 


a lovely Child!” 


7Y 


them): 
is, When the Baby is 


GIRL IN CHORUS 


“Wrong it 


Shushing 


sleeping, 

Wrong it is to shout so loud.” 
(OrHers, chagrined, shrink back) 
Giri in Cuorus: “Now you there, and 

you others, be quiet! 
For at a sound our Jesus wakens.”’ 
Jeanerre: Hush! 
ISABELLA: Hush! 
Cuorus: “He is sleeping so soundly 
Hush! Hush! Hush! Do but 
Him sleep!” 
(All look at the creche. Softly Cuorus 


begins to sing the stanza beginning 


SCC 


” 


“Softly now in the narrow stable . . . 
JEANETTE, ISABELLA and CHILDREN 
who followed them take a final look, 
then tiptoe out with their torches as 
A Gann 
comes back quietly and stands looking 
at creche, her curiosity mixed with 
awe. She begins to sing “What Child 
Is This?” 

kL: “What Child is this, who, laid 


to rest, 


Cnonus finishes the song. 


Gil 


On Mary’s lap is sleeping? 


Whom angels greet with anthems 
sweet, 


While shepherds watch are keep- 


ing?” 
Cuorus: “This, this is Christ the 
King,” ete. 
Girt: “Why lies He in such mean 


estate, 
Where ox and ass are feeding?” 


“ec 


Cuorus: “Good Christian, fear,” ete. 

Giri (Speaking): The Babe, the Son of 
Mary! 

Cuorus: “So bring Him incense, gold 
and myrrh,” ete. GIkL goes oul 

behind Cuorus as Cuorus closes in 


front of creche.) 











M.C.: “Joy, joy, for Christ is born!” 

Joy those are the 
words for Christmas, over and over 
again. 


joice! 


and rejoice 


Good Christian men, re- 

That takes us to Germany. 
“(ood Christian Men, Rejoice” is a 
(serman carol of the middle ages. At 
that time, half of it was written in 
German and half m Latin, but for 
more than four hundred years we 
have been singing it in English. Re- 
joice, good Christian men, at Christ- 
mas time! 

Cnorvs: “Good Christian men, rejoice 
With heart and soul and voice,” ete. 
(At least two stanzas, more if desired) 

M.C.: 


were the first to rejoice around a 


(,ood Christian men in Germany 


Christmas tree, as the Italians were 
the first to rejoice around a creche. 
It may be just a legend, but a famous 
German pastor, Martin Luther, is 
credited bringing the 
first Christmas tree. He also wrote 


with home 


several Christmas songs. (CHorus 
begins to hum very softly,“ Away in a 
Manger” as background.) It is a 
snowy Christmas Eve in the 1530's. 
Martin Luther is walking home 
through the woods, thinking of the 
comfort of home ahead, yet not un- 
mindful of the beauty around him. 
He sees stars caught in the branches 
of the fir trees. He thinks of the 
star that shone down on a stable in 
Bethlehem on just such a sparkling 
night many years ago. Why, he 
thought, can we not bring some of 
that light into a home on Christmas 
Ive? Eagerly, he cuts a small fir 
tree by the roadside and hurries 
home. (LUTHER comes in with fir 


tree, CHorus stops humming.) 





Lurner: Wife! Wife! 
Catherine, see here! 


My dear 


CATHERINE (Stepping from Cnorvs): 


Sh, Martin. You will wake the 
children. 
LurHer: Wake the children! Yes, 


indeed, by all means, I will wake the 
children, so they may see, too. 

CATHERINE: See what? 

Luruer: The glory of Christmas hve! 
The light of the star! The light of 
the Christ Child! (/e sets the tree in 
a pot or stand.) Have you some small 
candles, my dear Catherine, so we 
can bring the starry heavens right 
into the house? 

CATHERINE: Candles for stars? 
yes. | little 
from the last beeswax. 

Luruer: Let us tie them to the tree! 
(CATHERINE starls out for candles.) 
And one candle larger than the rest, 
even as the star of Bethlehem dom- 
inated the heavens that night. (She 
goes, he admires the tree. She returns 
with a string of white lights. Luruer 
and CATHERINE put the lights on the 
tree, with one larger light near the top.) 
Under the tree we must arrange the 
manger scene. 


Why, 


made some candles 


Stars above to light 
the heavens, and Jesus below to 
light the world! 

CATHERINE (Excited): How did you 
ever think of it? 

LuTuer: Walking through the woods, 
meditating on the nativity. (They 
finish lights, then arrange the manger 
scene. Cuorus parts so they can 
arrange it.) Now call the children, 
Catherine! (/e continues to work: on 

the creche while CATHERINE goes to 

get their Sons and DauGurer, who 


are very slee py. 


They are awed by 











the lighted tree, and are quickly awake.) 
Ist Son: Where did the shining tree 
come from? 
DauGcurer: What is it, Father? 
2nD Son: It 
night. 
Luraer: Do 
Like stars in the night. 


shines like stars in the 


you hear, Catherine? 


lst Son (Looking at manger scene): I 
know. You have brought in the 
stars to shine above the Christ 


Child’s head on his birthday! 
DavGuter: A birthday tree. 
i<r Son: A Christmas tree 

hands and circle around the tree sing- 

ng “The Christmas Tree.” 
Darvaurer: Now we 

-ong, father, the one you wrote for 

us (She begins to 

Heaven High.” 


“From heaven high I come to you 


The y join 


must sing 


your 


sing “From 


‘Yo bring vou tidings strange and 
true. 
Sons (Joining in): “Glad tidings of 
great joy [ bring 
W hereot 


Lerner and Carnerine (Joining in 


I now will say and sing.” 


‘To you this night is born a child 
(f Mary, chosen Mother mild,” ete 
(Horus joins in, marching slowly 


around stage to LUTHERS 
a chance to replace creche and go out 
with the Christmas tree.) 

Cuorus: “Glory to God in highest 

heaven, 
Who unto us His Son hath given!” 
(CHorUs may repeat a stanza to give 
plenty of time for LuTuers to exit. 
CATHERINE rejoins CHORUS. ) 

M.C.: Carols from Italy, carols from 
England, carols from France and 
(sermany. 
CHorvs. ) 


Giie the 


(GIRL steps out from 


Girt: What about America? Didn't 
we make up any carols of our own? 

M.C.: Yes, but first we must go back 
to England? 

Gir: Back to England? 

M.C.: We must go back to Elizabethan 
England, always remembering that 


England gave us most of our 
Christmas carols. 
Girt (Jtgging): “Fa-la-la-la-la, la-la, 


la-la.”’ 
M.C.: As « matter of fact, ““Deck the 
Halls” is an old Welsh carol, full of 
the spirit of England under the first 
Queen Elizabeth. 
time 


In England, as 


went Christmas 


on, became 
more and more a great festival of 
merrymaking. The halls of the 
lords were decked with holly. 
Cnorus (Singing): “Deck the halls 
with boughs of holly,” ete., to end of 
first stanza. (Gaur jigs on the refrain) 
M.C.: Elizabethan England was gay 
with feasting and singing and games 
and wassailing at Christmas time 
Masked actors called mummers pre- 
sented pantomimes. Roving bands 
of singers called waits went about 
the streets singing Christmas carols, 
and hoping to be paid for their 
efforts. (A group of Waits come in. 
They are gaily singing ‘“Wassail 
Song.” They turn toward the audi- 
ence.) 
Waits: “Here we go a-wassailing 
Among the leaves of green,” etc. 
(Turning to Cuorvs, holding out 
little leather purses) 
“We have got a little purse 


Of stretching leather skin,” etc. 


(Warts gather a few coins and replace 
purses.) 
“Bring us out a table, 








And spread it with a cloth,” ete. 
(They pantomime hungrily.) 
‘“(,00d Master and good Mistress, 
While you sit by the fire,” ete. 
(Waits go out, annoyed that they 
haven't been treated better.) 
M.C..: Christmas in old England! The 
Yule log roast goose plum 
singers in the streets 
holly and ivy! 


pudding 


Cunt: Vow do we go to America? To 
jolly yvoung America? 

M.C.: Just 
days Christmas was anything but 
jolly in America. 


a minute! In the early 


Girt: Anything but jolly? 
M.C.: The Puritans were opposed to 
such frivolous sport as singing 
carols. Early New England colonists 
the celebration of 
Christmas. In 1644, the Puritans de- 
clared December 25th to be a market 
day instead of a holiday, and for- 
bade anyone to have plum pudding 
or mince pie. Later, they even fined 
anyone who stopped work or feasted 
on Christmas Day. 


even forbade 


(iikt: So we didn’t have any carols in 
the early days? Or any holiday? 
(ir any mince pie? 

MLC But strangely 
enough, about that very time, the 


That’s right. 


first American carol was born. Not 
in New England. In New France. 
The time is around 1640. Father 


Jean de Brebeuf, Jesuit: missionary 
to the Huron Indians on the neck 
of land between Lake Huron, Lake 
Erie, and Lake Ontario, is rehears- 
ing a group of Indians for the cele- 
bration of 
days off. 

for them in their own language. But 


few 
He has composed a carol 


Christmas just a 





he has no organ. The Indians have 

only tom-toms and rattles. So 

Father Brebeuf used words that 

wood fit a tom-tom accompaniment. 

Here is the English translation. 

(Several members of the Cuorus begin 

to beat muted drums to the rhythm 

of “God Rest You Merry, Gentlemen.” 

A Boy who has slipped on an Indian 

headdress steps from Cnorus to 

chant words of the carol.) 
Boy: “’T'was in the moon of winter- 
time, 

When all the birds had fled, 

That mighty Gitchi Manitou 

Sent angel choirs instead. 

Before their light the stars grew dim, 

And hunters heard the hymn: 
Cuorus (Joining chant): “Jesus, your 

King, is born; 

Jesus is born, 

In Excelsis Gloria!’ (Several INDIAN 
Braves with bows and arrows come 
in from wings. They kneel in rever- 

ence. ) 

Ist INDIAN Brave: “In the lodge of 
broken bark 

The tender babe was found; 

A ragged robe of rabbit skin 

Enwrapped his beauty round. 

And as the hunter braves drew nigh, 

The angel song rang high: 

Cuorus (Joining chant): “Jesus, your 
King, is born; 

Jesus is born, 

In Excelsis Gloria!” (3 INDIAN 

Cuiers come in from wings. They 

carry pelts, and kneel and offer their 

gifts.) 
2np INDIAN Brave: ‘Earliest moon of 
winter time 

Is not so round and fair 

\s was the ring of glory 











On the helpless infant there, 

While chiefs from 
knelt 

With gifts of beaver pelt.” 

Cuorus: “Jesus, your King, is born,” 
ete. 

3rD INDIAN Brave: “The children of 

the forest free, 

© sons of Manitou, 
The Holy Child of earth and heaven 
Is born today for you. 
Come kneel before the radiant boy 
Who brings you peace and joy: 

Cuorvus: “Jesus, your King, is born: 
Jesus is born, 
In Excelsis Gloria!’ (Cuorvs re- 
peats chorus as INDIANS exit.) 

M.C.: The first 


far before him 


American Christmas 


carol! Few of us have ever heard it 
sung. The Christ Child in a bark 
lodge instead of in a manger! 


Wrapped in a rabbit skin instead of 
swaddling clothes! Wandering 
hunters instead of shepherds hearing 
the angel choir! Indian chiefs 
coming from afar with their gifts of 
fox and beaver skins, instead of 
three Wise Men with gold, frankin- 
cense and myrrh! Christmas in the 
New World! 

As America was settled, of course, 
the Puritans were outvoted. Carols 
from the “old country” came over 
with the settlers, and Christmas be- 
came a joyous occasion up and down 
the Atlantic seaboard. 

Meanwhile, the English produced 
another famous Christmas carol. It 
was written by the great English 
hymn writer of the eighteenth cen- 
tury, Isaac Watts. He was working 
on a book, telling the psalms of 
David in his own words, when his 


83 


inspiration came. He was reading 
the 98th Psalm. (Isaac Warts 
enters with Bible, reads aloud.) 
Warts: “Make a joyful noise unto the 
Lord, all the earth: make a loud 
noise, and rejoice, and sing praise. 
Sing unto the Lord with the harp; 
with the harp, and the voice of a 
psalm. For he cometh to judge the 
earth; with righteousness shall he 
judge the world, and the people 
with equity.”” (Looks up) Make a 
joyful noise, for he cometh! What a 
test for a song! 
of joy. 


A Christmas song 

(Hums) Joy to the world! 
The Lord is come 

Cuorus (Taking up carol, “Joy to the 
World”): “Tet 
King,” ete. 


earth receive her 
Wars (Singing second stanza as solo): 
“Joy to the world! 
reigns,” 


The Saviour 

ete. 

Cuorus (Singing third stanza as Wars 
goes out): “He rules the world with 
truth and grace,” ete. 

M.C.: Carols from Italy, carols from 
France, carols from England and 
Germany! But we have to go to 
Austria for one of the most beloved 
carols of all. (Giru sleps out from 
Cuorvus and starts to jig.) 

(aint: To Austria we go! Fa-la-la-la- 
la, la-la, la-la. (Others pull her back.) 

M.C.: We go to the little town of 
Obendorf in the Austrian Alps. It 
is a sparkling cold night, just before 
Christmas, 1818. The mountains 
are covered with snow, the air is 
clear, almost brittle, the sky bright 
with stars. Joseph Mohr, 26-year- 
old the little church, 
hurrying down the village street to 
call on his friend Franz Gruber, the 


vicar of is 








schoolmaster, who plays the organ 
at church. Father Mohr has a piece 
of paper in his pocket to show the 
schoolmaster-organist. Now he is 
at his friend’s door. Now he is 
ushered into the house, to warm 
himself at the stove. (FATHER 
Mour and FRANZ GRUBER enter.) 

(snuBer: A cold night to be abroad, 
lather. 

Mourn: But calm and bright. I was 
struck by the brightness when I re- 
turned to my room after meeting 
with the children of the parish. 
(Smiles) The same children you know 
and teach, my dear Franz. 

Grouper: Ach, and their minds full of 
nothing but Christmas! 

Moun: I am afraid that is the state of 
my mind, too. Soon we shall be 
celebrating the nativity. My 
thoughts were full of it as | walked 
home. I wished for some new way 
to celebrate, something a little dif- 
ferent for the boys to sing in church 
on Christmas eve. (//¢ takes the paper 
Jrom his pocket, thrusts it at GRUBER. ) 
Here, tell me what you think, Franz, 
us a schoolmaster and organist, not 
as a friend who might be prejudiced. 


Grusper (Reading aloud): “Silent 
night! Holy night! 
All is calm, all is bright...” (//e 


reads in silence for a moment, then 
looks up excitedly.) Why, it is 
beautiful, Father. Where did it 
come from? 

Mour: I well, | wrote it. Do you 
think the words could make a song, 
Franz? 

(;RUBER: Yes, yes. Indeed, yes. (Looks 
at words, beats time to imaginary 
tune.) 


S4 


Mour (Urgently): Can you do it, 
Franz? You can play the organ, you 
have instruction in music. Can you 
set it to music right away, for the 
Christmas celebration? I know there 
is little time, but will you try? 

Grouper: I will try. (Looks at words 
again, becomes absorbed. FATHER 
Moun smiles and tiptoes out.) 

M.C.: Franz Gruber, the 29-year-old 
schoolmaster, wrote music for the 
vicar’s words, but when he went to 
try the song on the organ, the organ 
refused to play. It was old and there 
were mice in it! Still, Father Mohr 
must have his new song for the 
Christmas festivities. So the school- 
master taught the children to sing 
the song with only a guitar for 
accompaniment. (GRUBER turns to 
Cuorus and directs the singing of 
“Silent Night,”’ either a capella or 
with only a guitar accompaniment.) 

Soto Boy: “Silent night, holy night, 
All is calm, all is bright 
Round yon Virgin Mother and Child, 

Cuorus (Softly): “Holy Infant so 

tender and mild, 
Sleep in heavenly peace, 
Sleep in heavenly peace.”’ 
(Second and third stanzas also should 
be sung with solo parts and Cuorus. 
During the last chorus, GRUBER 
exits.) 

M.C.: Gradually, Father Mohr’s won- 
derful song spread through Austria 
and Germany. It became popular 
wherever it was heard. In 1833, 
twenty-five years after it was writ- 
ten, “Silent Night’ was sung at a 
Christmas concert in Leipzig. From 
that time its fame was assured. Now 
it belongs to the world! 
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Carols have come from Christians 
of all nationalities and races 
from the Czechs, the Chinese, the 
Croatians; from the Scandinavians, 
the Sicilians, the Poles; from the 
Porto Ricans, the Russians, and even 
from Negro slaves in the United 
States before the Civil War. Here 
is one of the carols the slaves gave 
us: 


Boy (Swinging into “Rise Up, Shep- 
herd, and Follow” 
in the Christmas morn,” 

Cuorus: “Rise up, shepherd, and fol- 


’ 


): “There’s a star 
East on 
low.’ (Throughout the spiritual, 
CHorus comes in only on “Rise up, 


shepherd, and follow.” Boy 
the other lines.) 


CATTUECS 


M.C.: And now here is a strange co- 
incidence. In Austria, Father Mohr 
and his church organist produced 
“Silent Night” as something dif- 
ferent for the children of the parish 
to sing for Christmas. 
later, an in 
Philadelphia and his organist’ com- 
posed a new carol for the children 
of their Sunday School to sing 
something different. The song was 
as speedily written and as speedily 
set to music as was “Silent Night.” 
It, too, became world famous. The 
American rector’s name was Phillips 


Fifty years 


Episcopalian rector 


4s 


Brooks; his organist was Lewis 
Redner. (Brooks and REDNER 
enter.) 


Repner: A cold night to be abroad, 
isn’t it, sir? 

Brooks: But calm and bright, Redner. 
As I walked home from the meeting 
at the church, I was struck by the 
brightness. On just such a night 
three vears ago, I was in the Holy 
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Land. I will never forget it. I was 
riding horseback from Jerusalem to 
Bethlehem, following the stars. 
REDNER: How does Bethlehem look by 
starlight? I’ve often wondered. 
Brooks: It’s on a hill, you know. Just 
five miles from Jerusalem. By day 
it isn’t much of a town, but at night 
(Takes paper from pocket) Redner, 
you know I have been wishing for 
some new way to celebrate Christ- 
mas this vear, something a little dif- 
ferent for the children to sing. (//olds 
oul paper) Here, tell me what you 
think of this. 
in it? 


Do you see anything 


REDNER (Taking paper, reading aloud ) : 

‘“() little town of Bethlehem, 

How still we see thee lie! 

Above thy deep and dreamless sleep 
The silent stars go by; 

Yet in thy dark streets shineth 
The everlasting Light...” (Looks 
up) Where did you find it? 

Brooks: [ wrote it. Perhaps I should 
say it wrote itself, out of my 
memories. Do you think it would 
make a song? 

RepNerR: I should say it would! 
(Studies words, drumming rhythm) 

Brooks: Will you do it, Redner? Will 
you set it to music right away? 
I know there isn’t much time. This 
is Saturday evening. Tomorrow is 
the last day of Sunday School before 
Christmas. 

REDNER: | will try 
up already. 


A tune is opening 

(He is engrossed with 

the paper. Brooks smiles and lip- 
toes out.) 

M.C.: Sure enough, the church organist 
had his rector’s words set to music in 
time for Sunday School the next 








morning, and the song has been 
heard at Christmas time ever since. 
(ReEDNER directs Cuorus in “O Little 
Town of Bethlehem,” all four stanzas 
if desired. At the end of the song, he 
joins Cuonus.) Hundreds of Christ- 
mas and carols have been 
the We 
couldn't begin to sing them all on 
one program, but we still have time 


Songs 


written over centuries. 


for one of the oldest and most 
famous of all Christmas songs. The 
tune is attributed to St. Bona- 


ventura, who lived in the thirteenth 
century. The song has been translated 
into more than a hundred languages 
and dialects, and every year it is 
sung in Christian churches through- 
out the world. ‘Adeste Fidelis — 
© Come All Ye Faithfal.” 


Cuorus: “O come, all ye faithful, 


joyful and triumphant;’’ ete. (M.C. 


gestures for audience to join in. 
Cuorus and audience sing at least 
two stanzas. ) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Sino THE Sonas or CuRisTMAS 


Characters; 21 male; 4 female; 7 male or fe- 
male; 12 or more, male or female, for 
chorus. Most actors may take more than 
one part, if desired, or cast and chorus may 
be enlarged. 


Playing Time: 35 minutes. 


Costumes; Master of Ceremonies wears mod- 


ern dress. Chorus wears modern dress or 
choral robes. Peasant, Woodcarvers, 
Jeanette, Isabella, and Children wear 
peasant’s clothes; Ist Woodcarver also 
wears a brown cloak. Martin Luther wears 
dark trousers, a heavy coat, scarf, and 
gloves. Catherine Luther wears a blouse, 
shawl, and long, dark skirt. Luther’s Sons 
wear old-fashioned nightshirts; Luther's 
Daughter wears a nightgown. Shepherds 
wear brown robes and carry shepherds’ 
crooks. Waits wear long, siesten capes, 
Indian Braves wear simple Indian dress and 
headbands with one or two feathers; Indian 
Chiefs wear elaborate feather headdresses. 
Isanc Watts wears an 18th century English 
costume, Joseph Mohr wears black priest’s 
suit, black overcoat, and scarf. Franz 
Gruber wears early 19th century suit. 
Phillips Brooks and Lewis Redner wear 


American 19th century clothes; Brooks 
wears a heavy coat. 


Properties: Sprigs of fir or small red paper 


bells, for chorus; wooden spoon for one 
chorus member; coins, for several chorus 
members; Indian headdress, for one chorus 
member; drums, for two or three chorus 
members; script, for Master of Ceremonies; 
wooden box and bundle of hay, for Peasant; 
figures of ox, ass, and 3 sheep, for Ist 
Woodearver; figures of the Holy Family, 
for 2nd Woodcarver; figures of 3 kings and 
angels, for Apprentice Woodcarver; flash- 
light torches, for Jeanette, Isabella, and 
Children; fir tree and stand, for Martin 
Luther; string of white Christmas tree 
lights, for Catherine Luther; small lanterns, 
big hymnals, and leather purses, for Waits; 
bows and arrows, for Indian braves; fur 
elts, for Indian chiefs; large Bible, for 
os Watts; two pieces of papers, for 
Father Mohr and Phillips Brooks. 


Setting: The stage should be decorated gaily 


for Christmas. There are exits at each side 
and at rear. 


Lighting: No special effects. 








Part Five 


Radio Play 





The Birds’ Christmas Carol 


by Kate Douglas Wiggin 
Adapted by Lewy Olfson 


Characters 
(;RANDMA Brirp 
DonaLp Brrp 
HuGu Biro 
Pau. Birp 
Mr. Birp 
Mrs. Birp 
A Docror 
Carou Brrp 
UncLe Jack 
Mrs. RUGGLES 
PETER RUGGLES 
SARAH Maup RUGGLES 
CORNELIUS RUGGLES 
CLEMENT RUGGLES 
Prorta RUGGLES 
Kirry RUGGLES 
NARRATOR 
NARRATOR: Many in a 
rambling old house in the fashion- 
able section of the city, there lived a 
family by the name of Bird. They 
were as happy as birds, too, and the 
house in which they lived came to 
be known as the Birds’ Nest. Christ- 
mas in the Birds’ Nest was always a 
joyous event, but Christmas 
was to be remembered by them long 
after all the others had been for- 
gotten. 
Sounp: Ad lib of boys, excitedly. 
GRANDMA Birp: Hush! Hush! All of 
you! You’ll wake your new little 
sister with all this racket! 
Donan: I’m so glad it’s a girl. 


years ago, 


one 
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HuGu: When will we be allowed to see 
her? 

PauL: What are they going to name 
her? 

GRANDMA (Laughing) : Questions! What 
a bundle of questions you are! 

PauL: Why doesn’t 
name for the baby? 

GRANDMA: He chose the names tor all 
three of you boys. He feels it should 
be up to your Mother to name the 
first little girl of the family. But | 
can tell you one thing; whatever 
name is decided upon, it will be de- 
cided upon today. For your Mamma 
never zo 


Papa choose a 


her babies to 


unnamed overnight. 


allows 


Sounp: A boy’s choir singing a carol, 
far off mike. 

Huau: Listen! 

Donaup: It’s the boys’ choir at the 
church next door. They’re practicing 
for tonight’s Christmas service 

Pau.: How lovely it is! I wonder it 

Mamma can hear it in her bedroom 

upstairs. It 


were 4 musical welcome to our new 


sounds as though it 


baby sister! 

Music: Choir singing, swells, then sub- 
sides under. 

Mr. Birp: How are you feeling now, 
my dear? 

Mrs. Biro: Oh, Donald, look! Isn't 
she the most beautiful baby vou 
have ever seen? 





Mr. Brrp: That’s to be expected, con- 
sidering that her mother is the most 
beautiful woman I have ever seen. 
Why don’t you name the new baby 
after yourself, dear? Perhaps that 


will help her to grow into the kind of 
woman her mother is. 
Mrs. Biro: How sweet you are, my 


dear. But I had another thought: 
listen! Do you hear music? 

Mr. Biren: Of course I do. It’s from 
the Church of Our Saviour, next door. 

Mrs. Birp: It has given me an idea for 
naming our baby. I had forgotten 

She is a little 

Christmas child, and we will name 

her “Carol.” 


what day it was. 


Mother’s Christmas 
Carol! Don’t you think it is a sweet 
name? 

Mr. Birp: | think it is a charming 
name, dear heart, and so like you to 
think of it. Welcome to the Birds’ 
Nest, little Christmas Carol. 

Music: Happy theme, in and under. 

NARRATOR: And so the Christmas baby 
received her name. Perhaps because 
she was born in holiday time, Carol 
was a very happy baby. Of course, 
she was too tiny to understand the 
joy of Christmastide, but people say 
there is everything in a good be- 
ginning. Her cheeks were as red 
as holly berries; her eyes were bright 
as stars; her laugh like a chime of 
Christmas bells, and her tiny hands 
forever outstretched in giving. 

DonaLp (Thoughtfully): Look, Mam- 
ma. Baby Carol is giving me a piece 
of her cake. 

Mrs. Brrp: And she will not eat hers 
until you have eaten yours. 
DonaLp: Why does she do it? 

of us boys ever did. 


None 


Mrs. Biro: | hardly know, except that 
she is a little Christmas child, and 
so she has a tiny share of the most 
blessed birthday the world has ever 
known. 

Music: Happy theme, in and under. 

NARRATOR: As the years went by, 
Carol became the darling of the 
family. But one year, Christmas in 
the Birds’ Nest 
merry as it had been in the past. 
Krom the time little Carol was five 


was scarcely as 


years old, she began to complain of 

weariness; her color faded, and she 

began to limp ever so slightly. The 

illness was slight at first, and for 

several years, hope was always 
stirring. 

Mrs. Birp: Carol will feel stronger in 
the summertime. 
Mr. Burp: She’ll be better when she 
has spent a year in the country. 
GRANDMA Birp: Don’t worry; she'll 
outgrow it. 

Mrs. Birp: Perhaps if we try a new 
physician .. . 

NARRATOR: But at last, the facts had 
to be faced. The cheeks and lips 

faded and the star-like eyes grew 

softer, for they often gleamed 

through tears. The doctor’s verdict 
was cruel. 

Docror (Fading in): How old is little 

Nine? What I have to 

say is not pleasant, but you must 

know the truth. Within a short 

- it may be one year, maybe 
a little more — your Carol will slip 
quietly off to Heaven, from whence 
she came. 

Mrs. Brrp (/n anguish 
hope, doctor? 


Mr. Brrp: It is no use to close our 


Carol now? 


time 


Is there no 





eyes to it any longer, my dear. 
Carol will never be well again. It 
almost seems as if I cannot bear it 
when I think of that loveliest child 
doomed to lie there, a helpless in- 
valid, day after day. Merry Christ- 
mas indeed! It gets to be the saddest 
day in the year to me! 

Mrs. Birp: Donald, dear, Christmas 
day may not be so merry with us 
as it used to be, but it is very happy 
1 suffer chiefly 
for Carol’s sake, but I have almost 


and very blessed. 


given up being sorrowful for my own 
sake. | am too happy in the child, 
and I see so clearly what she has 
done for us and the other children. 
Donald and Paul and Hugh were 
three strong, willful, boisterous boys, 
but now you seldom see such tender- 
ness, devotion, thought for others, 
and self-denial in lads of their years. 
A quarrel or a hot word is almost 
unknown in this house, and why? 
Carol would hear it, and it would 
distress her, she is so full of love and 
goodness. The boys study with all 
their might, and why? Because 
they like to teach Carol, and amuse 
her. As for me, Donald, I am a 
better woman every day for Carol’s 
suke. I have to be her eyes, ears, 


feet, hands —- her strength, her hope; 


and she, my own little child, is my 
example. 


Mr. Brrp: | was wrong, dear heart. 


We will try not to repine, but to 
rejoice instead, that we have an 
angel in the house. 


Mrs. Brrp: As for her future, | think 


we need not be over-anxious. I feel 
as if she did not belong altogether 
to us, but that when she has done 


what God sent her for, He will take 
her back to Himself 
not be very long. 


and it may 


Music: Sad theme, in and under. 
NARRATOR: Because the Birds feared 


that Carol’s tenth Christmas on 
earth might be her last, plans were 
made for the most enjoyable cele- 
bration ever. Carol was told that she 
might do anything on Christmas that 
her heart desired, and as a special 
treat, Unele Jack, who was her 
favorite Uncle, planned to travel all 
the way from England to spend 

When he ar- 
bursting with 


Christmas with her. 
rived, Carol was 


things to tell him. 


Carou: Oh, Uncle Jack, | want to tell 


you all about my plans for Christmas 
this year, because it will be the 
loveliest one | ever had. The boys 
laugh at me for caring so much about 
it; but it isn’t altogether because it 
is Christmas; nor because it is my 
birthday. But long, long ago, when 
I first began to be ill, I used to think, 
the first thing when I waked on 
Christmas morning, 
Christ’s birthday 


“Today is 


and mine!” 


Uncie Jack: A fine thought that is, 


my dear. But tell me about your 


Christmas plans. 


Caro.: Dear Uncle Jack, | am going 


to try to make somebody happy 
every single Christmas that I live, 
and this year it is to be the 


“Ruggleses in the rear.” 


Uncie Jack: Is that the large and in- 


teresting brood of children in the 
little house at the end of the back 
garden? 


Caro.: Yes. Isn’t it nice to see so 


many together? When they first 
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INCLE 


“AROL: 


“AROL: 


moved in, I used to sit in my win- 
dow and watch them play. Then, 
one day, I had a terrible headache, 
and Donald asked them if they 
would please not scream so loudly. 


INcLE Jack: A reasonable request. 
‘anoL: And do you know what they 


did? They played Deaf and Dumb 
Asvlum all the rest of the afternoon, 
so as not to disturb me. 

JACK What 
obliging family, to be sure! 
4nOL: Now, Sarah Maud comes to 
the door every day to find out if 
[ am well. If I am, they play before 
my window. If not, they stay in 
the back yard and play quiet games. 


(Laughing): an 


'NcLE Jack: Is Sarah Maud the 
oldest? 

akoL: Yes; and Peter is next. He’s 
a dressmaker’s helper. And _ the 


pretty red-haired girl is Kitty. 


INCLE Jack: Which is the fat young- 


ster? 


‘aROL: He’s Baby Larry. 
INCLE Jack: And 


the one with so 
many freckles? 
Now don’t 


laugh that’s 


Peoria. 


'NeLe Jack: Carol, you’re joking! 
‘aroL: No, really, Uncle Jack. 


She 
was born in Peoria, Illinois, that’s 


all. 


'NCLE Jack: And is the next boy 


Chicago? 

No, the others are Susan, 
Clement, Eily and Cornelius; they 
all look much alike, except that some 
of them have more freckles than the 
others. I do enjoy the Ruggles chil- 
dren so, and they are very poor, 
Unele, so | have decided to give 
this whole Christmas to them. 





Uncie Jack: Give them your Christ- 


mas? How, little bird? 


Carou: I shall give a grand Christmas 


dinner here in this very room, for all 
of them. And after, we will have a 
beautiful Christmas tree, bursting 
with presents. You must sit at the 
head of the table, Uncle Jack, for 
nobody could ever be frightened of 
you; but Papa and the boys are 
going to eat together downstairs for 
fear of making the little Ruggleses 
shy. And after we’ve had a merry 
time with the tree, we can open my 
window and all listen together to the 
music at the evening church service. 


Uncie Jack: It sounds like a fine idea, 


Carol. 


Carou: Here is the invitation | have 
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UNCLE 


to the Would 
you read it, Uncle Jack, to make sure 
it is all right? 
Jack 
Ruggles: 

I am going to have a dinner party 
on Christmas Day, and would like 
to have all your children come. I 


written tuggleses. 


(Reading): Dear Mrs. 


want them every one, please, from 
Sarah Maud to Baby Larry. Mam- 
ma says dinner will be at half past 
five, and the Christmas tree 
seven; sO you may expect them 
home at nine o’clock. 


at 


Wishing you 
a Merry Christmas and a Happy 
New Year, I am 
Yours truly, 
Carol Bird. 


Music: Happy theme, in and under. 
NARRATOR: Never in your life have 


you seen such excitement to match 
that at the Ruggles’ home when little 
Carol’s invitation ar- 


rived. Mrs. Ruggles was determined 


Christmas 


that her children should look and 
behave as perfectly as if they had 


to the manner born. Such 
scrubbing and tubbing, dashing and 


been 


splashing, washing, sewing, remind- 
ing and explaining you have never 
seen! 

Mrs. RvuGGLEs: I reckon 
you young had 
such a washing and combing and 
dressing in all your life; and it isn’t 
likely vou’ll have another in a hurry, 
either. 


Now then! 


ones have never 


Now then, we’re ready to 
teach you some manners. 

Peter (Grumbling): Why do we need 
manners? 

Mrs. 


There’s more than one way of eat- 


All we have to do is eat! 
{UGGLES: Well, that’s enough. 
ing, let me tell you, and you have 
plenty it, Peter 
tuggles. Larry, how many times 
must I tell you to stop pulling at 


to learn about 


your sash? Now look me in the eye, 
all of you. I’ve often told you what 
kind of a family the MeGrills were. 
I have reason to be proud of my kin, 
goodness knows. Your uncle is on 
the police force of New York City, 
and my children have to learn to 
act decent! 
think it is. 
aren’t enough hats to go around, so 
nobody will wear any at all. You 
understand? 
RUGGLES CHILDREN: Yes, Maw. 


It isn’t as easy as you 
Now you know, there 


Mrs. RvGGies: Now when they ask 
you to take off your hats, Sarah 
Maud must say it was such a 


pleasant evening and such a short 
walk that you left your hats at 
home. Now, can you remember? 
RUGGLES CHILDREN: Yes, Maw. 

Mrs. RuGGies: What do you have to 
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do with it? Did I tell you to say it? 


I was talking to Sarah Maud. 
Saran Maun: Oh, do I have to, Maw? 
Mrs. RuaeGues: Of course you do. We 

won't leave anything to chance. Get 

up and try it. 

Maud. 

Saran Maup (Stammering): We . 


Speak up, Sarah 


we... 
Mrs. RvuGGuies: Quick, now! 
Saran Maup: Maw thought it Was 
such a pleasant hat that we’d 
we'd better leave our short walk at 
home. 
Ap Lis: Ruggles children laugh with 


delight. 
Mrs. RuGGies (/n despair): Oh, 
what’ll I do with you? Try it again! 
Saran Mavup: Maw thought it was 
such a pleasant evening that 
we'd better leave our hats 


at home. 

Mrs. RuGGies (With a sigh of relief): 
Just say it over and over to your- 
self until you’ve learned it. Now, 
Cornelius, what are you going to 
say to make yourself good company? 

Cornevivs: Say? Me? I don’t know. 

Mrs. RuGGues: Well, you aren’t going 
to sit there like a bump on a log 
without saying a word to pay for 

Ask Mrs. 


Bird how she’s feeling this evening, 


your vittles, are you? 


or if Mr. Bird’s having a busy season, 
or how this kind of weather agrees 
with her, or something like that. 
Now, as for the dinner: if they have 
Maud to 
Peoria may put them in their laps, 
and the rest of you can tuck them 
in your necks. Don’t eat with your 
fingers. Don’t grab any vittles off 


napkins, Sarah down 


one another’s plates. Don’t reach 








out for anything, but wait until 
you’re asked; and if you never are 
asked, don’t get up and grab it. 
Now, we’ll try a few things to see 
how they’ll go. Mr. Clement, do 
you eat cranberry sauce? 

CLEMENT: Bet your life! 

Mrs. RuGGues (Sternly): Clement Me- 
(irill Ruggles, do you mean to tell 
me that you’d say that at a dinner 
party? I'll give you one more 
chance. Mr. Clement, will you have 
some of the cranberry sauce? 

CLEMENT: Yes, ma’am, thank you 
kindly, if you happen to have any 
handy. 

Mrs. RvuGGies: Very good, indeed! 
But they won’t give you two tries 
tonight, so you just remember that! 
Miss Peoria, do you want light or 
dark meat? 

Peoria: I’m not particular about the 
color; anything that no one else 
wants will suit me. 

Mrs. RuGGuies: First rate! Miss 
Kitty, will you have hard or soft 
sauce with your pudding? 

Kirry: Hard or soft? A little of both, 
if you please. 

Peren: Both! Oh! 

Mrs. RuGGies: You just stop your 
grunting, Peter Ruggles; that wasn’t 
greedy; that was all right. I wish 
I could get it into your heads that 
it isn’t so much what you say as the 
way you say it. Lord have mercy 
on you all, and help you to act 
decent! Now, is there anything 
more you’d like to practice? 

Perer: If you tell me one more thing, 
I can’t sit up and eat. I’m so full of 
manners now I’m ready to burst, 
without any dinner at all! 


CoRNELIUs: Me, too! 

Mrs. RuaGues: Well, I’m sorry for 
you both. If the amount of manners 
you have on hand now troubles you, 
you're very easily hurt. Now, 
Sarah Maud, after dinner, once in a 
while you must get up and say, “I 
guess we’d better be going,” and if 
they say to sit a while longer, you 
can sit; but if they don’t say any- 
thing, you have to get up and go. 

Sarkan Mavup: Seems as if this whole 
dinner party sits right square on top 
of me. Maybe I could manage my 
own manners, but managing nine 
manners is worse than staying at 
home! 

Mrs. RuGGues (Good naturedly): Oh, 
don’t fret. I guess you’ll get along all 
right. It’s a quarter past five, and 
you can go now. Remember about 
the hats. Don’t all talk at once. 
Susan, lend your handkerchief to 
Peoria! Peter, don’t keep screwing 
your searf pin. Sarah Maud, don’t 
take your eyes off Larry. Cornelius, 
hold your head up straight. And 
whatever you do, all of you, never 
forget for one second that your 
mother was a McGrill! 

Music: Lighthearted theme, in and 
under. 

NARRATOR: Never in your life have you 
seen such a dinner party! The 
tuggles children, who were very 
poor, were overwhelmed by the 
richly-set table, with its silver, 
crystal, china and snowy linen. 
When the food was brought in, their 
eyes popped out of their heads. 
Goose and turkey, soup and pudding, 
sauces and spices and sweets of every 
kind. Oranges, cakes, candies, nuts, 








milk and cider. At last, when no 
one could lift another forkful of food, 
the Christmas tree and the presents 
were brought in. 

Saran Mavup (Delighted): This box has 
my name on it. Books! ‘Little 
Women” and “Under the Lilaes.”’ 
Oh, thank you, thank you, Carol. 

Cornevius: Here’s a tool chest 
my name on it. 

CLEMENT: 


with 
How wonderful! 
Is this doghouse for my 
lame puppy? ‘Thank you, Carol. 


Peorta: A doll! A doll! Here’s one 
for Susan, too, and for Eily! 
SaraAu Maup: Here’s a Noah’s Ark 


for Baby Larry, and some warm 
winter clothes for all of us. Dresses 
Oh, thank 

You’re a 


and coats and scarves. 
you, thank you, Carol. 
Christmas angel! 
Music: Happy theme, in and under 
NARRATOR: That night, 
Ruggleses had gone 
Bird looked in on 
bid her good night. 
Mrs. Brrp: Now, my darling, you 
have done quite enough for one day. 
I’m afraid you will feel worse to- 
morrow, and that would be a sad 
ending to such a charming evening. 
Caro.: Wasn’t it lovely! From first 
to last, everything was just right. 
I shall never forget Larry’s face 
when he looked at the turkey; nor 
Peter’s when he saw his watch; nor 
that sweet, sweet Kitty’s smile when 
she kissed her dolly; nor the tears 
in poor Sarah Maud’s eyes when 
she thanked me for her books; nor 
Mrs. Biro: We mustn’t talk any longer 
about it tonight, my dear. You are 
too tired. 
Caro: I am not so very tired, Mam- 


the 
Mrs. 
Carol to 


after 
home, 
little 


ma. I have felt well all day; not a 
bit of pain anywhere. 
has done me good, 

Mrs. Brirp: 
There was no noise or confusion; it 
was just a merry time. Now, may | 
close the door and leave you alone, 
dear? and I will steal in 
softly by and by to see if you are 
all right; but I think you need to 
be very quiet. 


Perhaps this 


Perhaps. I hope so 


Papa 


Carou: I’m willing to stay by myself, 
but | am not sleepy yet, and I am 
going to hear the music, you know. 

Mrs. Biro: Yes, I have opened the 
window a little. The boys’ voices 
should carry up here beautifully. 

Caro: May | have the shutters open? 
This morning | woke ever so early, 
and one bright, beautiful star shone 
in that eastern window. I never 
noticed it before, and I thought of 
the Star in the East, that guided 
the Wise Men to the place where the 
Baby Jesus was. Good night, Mam- 
ma. Such a happy, happy day! 

Mrs. Birp: Good night, my precious 
Christmas Carol 
Christmas child. 

Carnot: Mamma, dear, I do think that 
we have kept Christ’s birthday this 
time just as He would like it. Don’t 
you? 

Mrs. Brrp (Softly): I’m sure of it, my 
dear. I’m sure of it. 

Music: Boys’ choir singing a carol 
softly, in and under. 

NARRATOR: 


mother’s blessed 


Downstairs, the family 
gathered to listen to the boys’ choir 
in the church next door. 

Uncite Jack (Fading on): Well, I’ve 
taken all the Ruggleses home! This 
evening has reminded me of the old 











verse: “And a little child shall lead 
them.” 

Hucn: Softly, Uncle Jack. We are 
listening to the music in the church. 
The choir has sung “Carol, brothers, 
carol,”’ which is the song they sang 
ten years ago when our Carol was 
born. 

Mrs. Biro: | hope she heard it. But 
they are very late tonight, and I 
dare not speak to her lest she be 
asleep. It is almost ten o’clock. 

GranpbMa: How beautiful it is. It is 


bringing tears to my eyes. Oh, I 
do hope Carol can hear it. 

NARRATOR (Afler a brief pause): There 
were tears in many eyes, but not in 
Carol’s. The loving heart had 
quietly ceased to beat, and the 
“wee birdie” in the great house had 
flown to its “home nest.” Carol 
had fallen asleep! But as to the song, 
I think perhaps I cannot say — 
she heard it after all. 

Music: Boys’ choir full to finish. 

THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 
Merry Curistmas Customs 
(Play on pages 63-66) 


Characters: 8 male; 2 female; male or female 
extras for Carolers. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes; The boy and girl wear pajamas. 
Santa Claus wears the traditional costume. 
Martin Luther wears a dark robe. The 
Druid wears a light-colored robe. Sir Henry 
Cole wears tightly fitting trousers, a frock 
coat, and tall hat. Carolers wear costumes 
of different countries, including France, 
Italy, and Germany. Shepherd wears a 
simple robe and carries «a shepherd's crook. 

Properties: Bag of toys, candy, and packages, 
for Santa Claus. 

Setting: A living room decorated for Christ- 
mas. There is a door to the outside at up- 
stage center, and one at left to the rest of 
the house. There is a fireplace in the right 
wall, with two stockings hanging on it. 
There are two chairs near the fireplace. On 
the mantel are Christmas cards. A large, 
decorated Christmas tree is at left. A large 
sprig of mistletoe hangs over the door at 
center, Hanging on the outside of the door, 
but visible only when the door is opened, 
are sleigh bells. Tables, chairs, etc., are 
added to furnish the room comfortably. 

Lighting: No special effects necessary. How- 
ever, stage may be dimly lit when the cur- 
tains open, and children may turn on 
brighter lights and the Christmas tree 

lights when they enter. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Tackine Curistmas TREE 
(Play on pages 67-69) 


Characters: 2 male; 5 female; may be played 
with all-girl cast, if desired. 


Playing Time: 10 minutes. 


Costumes: Pine Tree wears a green costume, 
trimmed with evergreen branches. A real 
~~ tree may be used, with some of the 
yranches cut out, where the child stands 
holding the tree in front of him. Fairies 
wear ballerina dresses and wings, and each 
has a wand and coronet. Snow Fairy wears 
white trimmed with cotton snow; Tinsel 
Fairy wears silver, decorated with tinsel; 
Bright Ball Fairy wears blue, decorated 
with Christmas tree balls; Jingle Bell Fairy 
wears silver, decorated with bells. Mark 
and Sally wear old, patched snowsuits and 
bright scarves and mittens. 


Properties: Artificial snow, for Snow Fairy; 
tinsel, for Tinsel Fairy; bells, for Jingle Bell 
Fairy; bright balls, for Bright Ball Fairy; 
wheelbarrow and shovel, for Mark. 


Setting: A clearing in the woods. A painted 
wo Path showing a winter scene in the 
woods may be used. The stage may be 
bare, or decorated with only a few ever- 
green branches, if desired. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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Part Six 


Book Reviews 





Spotlight on Books 


Curistmas Srories. By Charles Dickens. 
Illustrated by E. G. Dalziel, Charles Green, 
Townley Green and others. Oxford Uni- 
versity Press. $3.50. 

Charles Dickens was the master storyteller 
of holiday tales, and this group of stories is 
a charming collection of all that is humorous, 
tragic, sentimental, richly human, and pe- 
culiarly Dickensian. The stories were taken 
from “All the Year Round” and “Household 
Words”; the illustrations have been repro- 
duced from original editions of the book. 


Kappy Ouiver. By Nona Walker. Henry 
Holt and Co. $3.00. 
On the train to Yancey City, North 


Carolina, Kappy Oliver meets a weird and 
wonderful character in the person of Augusta 
Tatum Tillingham known to friends and 
enemies alike as ‘Till.’ The two teen-age 
girls discover they are both on their way to 
stay with Cousin Bessie Plum for a few 
months, and in time Kappy discovers Cousin 
Bessie really asked her to stay so she could 
help “straighten out’? unkempt, anti-social 
Till. After many difficulties, Till is indeed 
“straightened out,’’ but a last, hilarious in- 
cident convinces Kappy she will never have 
to worry about Till’s becoming an everyday, 
ordinary sort of person. (Junior High 


Tue Famity Treasury oF CHILDREN’s 
Srories. Edited by Pauline Rush Evans. 
Illustrated by Don Sibley. Doubleday and 
Co. $7.50 for 3 volume set. 

This three volume, comprehensive col- 
lection of stories and poems is designed for 
the whole family, from the pre-reader to the 
teen-ager. The scope ranges from old favorites 
like Mother Goose, Aesop’s Fables, and Alice 
in Wonderland to present-day classics by such 
writers as A. A. Milne, Dr. Seuss, Carl Sand- 
burg and James Thurber. Animal stories, 
historical fiction, true stories, myths and 
legends are among the selections in the books. 
The volumes are imaginatively illustrated by 
Don Sibley, as well as by original pictures 
from some classics. (All ages) 
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Tue House or Sixty Faruers. By Meindert 
DeJong. Illustrated by Maurice Senda! 
Harper and Brothers. $2.50. 

The scene of this book is China, during the 
Japanese occupation. Young Tien Pao is 
alone on his family’s sampan when the boat 
breaks loose and is swept by the rushing 
waters of the river into Japanese territory 
With only his pig for company, he starts on 
the long and difficult journey back to Heng- 
yang and his parents. Because of his faith, 
courage, and unwillingness to surrender his 
belief in the impossible — and because of the 
help of friendly American soldiers Tien 
Pao finally reaches his home. (Middle grades 


Tue Vittacge Bann Mysrery. 
Kingman, Illustrated by Erie 
Doubleday and €'o. $2.74. 


By Lee 
Blequad 


Garnet was mad at everybody in the whole 
Village, because nobody seemed to want het 
for a friend. She fretted and fumed, and 
wished that The Hall, where all the activities 
from which she was barred were held, would 
burn down And one cold night it did! 
Crarnet sets off with Lauri to solve the myster 
of what happened to the band instruments 


that were supposed to have been reseued 
from the flames. They solve the mystery, 
and Garnet learns how to belong Viddl 


grades 


Tue Trousie Hunters. By Montgomery M 

Atwater. Iandom House. $2.95. 

When Don Buckley received a letter from 
the Forest Service accepting an application he 
had never submitted, he was puzzled. But of 
one thing he was sure. His two forester 
friends, Hank Winton and Jim Dade, were 
fighting trouble again, and they needed his 
help. As he rode into the ranger station, he 
little dreamed that somewhere in the vast 
network of the Forest Service there was a 
traitor they would have to track down. This 
is 4 fast-moving wilderness adventure, com- 
bining suspense with a rich, full-blooded pic- 
ture of life in the United States Forest Service. 
(Middle grades) ; 


TOLERANCE IN ACTION American Ul nity. 
$2.50. 
This is a collection of plays for school 


assemblies and classrooms, all with the basi 
theme of tolerance and unity 





New Books! 


TEEN-AGE PLAYS for 
ALL OCCASIONS 


by Mitprep Hark AND 
Nore, McQuEEN 


A collection of 22 lively one-act 
plays by two well-known play- 
wrights for young people. In ad- 
dition to all the major holidays, 
there are exciting plays for such 
occasions as Mother’s Day, Election 
Day, and Graduation. Simple set- 
tings and inexpensive costuming 
make these plays ideal for amateur 
production. 





Junvor and Sentor High 
(Clothbound) 465 pages; $5.00 








c 


HOLIDAY PLAYS for 
LITTLE PLAYERS 


by Deporan NEWMAN 


Young children will be delighted 
with the 33 short plays in this fine 
collection. Written with imagina- 
tion and understanding, these lively 
dramas are easy to produce and will 
capture the interest of little players. 
Easy-to-memorize lines, natural sit- 
uations, and simple settings make 
the plays ideal for youngsters. All 
important holidays are covered 
plus special occasions such as Fire 
Prevention Week, Election Day, 
Book Week, Flag Day, and Class 
Day. 


Lower Grades 
(Clothbound) 286 pages; $4.00 





PLAYS, Inc. 
a 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 
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BELIEVE AND Make-Bewieve: Edited by Lucy 
Sprague Mitchell and Irma Simonton Black. 
Illustrated by Ayala Gordon. E. P. Dutton 
& Co. $3.00. 

This varied collection of stories and verse 
is a happy mixture of reality and fantasy. 
The sixty short pieces ure designed to ap- 
peal to the imagination of children, and are 
excellent for reading or for telling by parents 
and teachers. Some have the make-believe 
appeal of old fairy tales; some are almost be- 
lievable nonsense; some teach while the 
amuse; some are just for fun. (Lower and 
middle grades) 

Riney Gores TO OBEDIENCE SCHOOL. ty 
Mabel Louise Robinson. Illustrated by 
Leonard Shortall. Random House. $2.50. 
Riley was « wire-haired terrier who had al- 

ways given orders, not taken them. As a back- 

seat driver, he directed the doctor about pass- 
ing red lights while they discussed mumps or 
measles. As the skipper of the doctor’s sail- 
boat, he steered the boat into queer places 
where the doctor would never dare to go. But 

Riley was always the Boss. And so, when 

Riley graduates from obedience school, he 

feels that he has done an unusual job — as 

indeed he has! Riley will be delighted to in- 

troduce boys and girls to the ins and outs of a 

dog obedience school, and to teach them how 

ito mnd. (Lower grades and up, 

Hotty River Secrer. By Ann 
Doubleday. $2.75. 

All the ingredients of an exciting mystery 
are found in this book: a mysterious clearing 
in the woods, a pirate’s gold peacock that was 
hidden, an inn that was no longer there, and— 
a ghost! The promise of a mystery is fulfilled, 
and the puzzle that Joey has to solve before 
the end of the summer proves dangerous and 
menacing to Donny, Mack and himself. But 
the boys meet some new friends in the process, 
and the adventures they all have while solv- 
ing the mystery make this a thoroughly en- 
joyable book for young readers. (Middle 
grades) 

Your Pouce. 
City. $2.00. 
This is an informative book on the per- 

sonnel, equipment and methods of a big- 

city police department. 

Tue WonperruL WoRLb oF ARCHAEOLOGY. 
By Ronald Jessup. Garden City. $2.96. 
Here is an exciting story of the puzzle of 

ancient history and how archaeologists have 

solved parts of it bit by bit. 


Du ell. 


By George f. Zaffo. 


Garden 


DRAMATICS AND CEREMONIES FOR GiIKL 
Scouts. Girl Scouts of the United States 
of America, $1.50. 

Here is a helpful book for Girl 
Leaders who are in need of suggestions 
program activities both dr 
ceremonial, 


Seout 
lor 
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—NOW AVAILABLE 


CATALOG 


of Plays Previously Published 
and Still in Active Demand. 


Here is a selected list of more than 450 
plays from past issues of PLAYS, The 
Drama Magazine for Young People. 
The play descriptions, each of which 
contains a plot summary, setting, and 
number of characters, are grouped un- 
der the following popular headings: 
Book Week Melodramas 
Career Plays Memoria! Day 
Christmas Mother's Day 
Columbus Day M yateries 
Comedies Patriotic and Historical 
Easter Plays for All-Boy Casts 
Fairy Tales, Folk Plays for All-Girl Casts 
Tales, Legends 


Radio Plays 
Foreign Lands Thanksgiving 


Graduation and Promotion United Nations 
Halloween Valentine's Day 
Health and Safety Washington's Birthday 
Linocin’s Birthday 

This catalog wil] be a convenient guide 
for subscribers who may wish to refer 
to material previously published in the 
magazine. nd for your free copy of 
this 40-page catalog today. 


PLAYS, Inc., Publishers 


8 ARLINGTON ST., BOSTON 16, MASS. 











PLAYBOOKS 


@ If you are a subscriber you may ob- 
tain additional copies of any of the 
plays published in PLAYS for use 
by members of the cast. 


By penny play scripts you can 
save time and effort spent in copy- 
ing parts. 


We can supply you with copies of 
plays from current and past issues. 


Subscribers pay only 25 cents per script! 


When ordering, be sure to give name 
under which subscription is listed. 
(Otherwise the price of each play is 50 
cents per copy.) 


To eliminate bookkeeping we suggest that 
payment accompany orders, especially for 
small quantities. 


PLAYS, INC. 


8 Arlington Street, Boston 16, Mass. 





~ Look! For only 50% 


Beautifully illustrated 


31-page book containing 


easy directions to make 


83 colorful, low-cost costumes 


.. . for every kind of school exercise, pageant 
and play from primary through high school grades. 


INCLUDES: Historical costumes . . . holiday cos- 
tumes . . . fairy-tale costumes . . . animal and 
flower costumes . . . foreign costumes... parade 
costumes .. . royalty costumes and more — 


all made with 


Dennison Mfg. Co., Dept. 184, 
Framingham, Mass. 

Enclosed is 50¢ for my copy of ‘Colorful 
Costumes.” 





easy-to-work-with, safe Name 


Address 


Denn 


FLAMEPROOF CREPE PAPER |- 











Plays for Christmas 


In addition to the many fine plays for the celebration of Christmas that appear in 
this issue, subscribers may also obtain plays for Christmas from previous issues. 


For Junior High and Older Goons 


SEASON'S GREETINGS THE STAR IN THE WINDO 

ALL ABOARD FOR re AS MERRY CHRISTMAS, CRAWFORDS 
THE HUMBLEST PLACE THE ryt OBOE 

THE LEFT-OVER REINDEER LITTLE WOME 

ANGEL CHILD NONE BUT THE FAIR 

THE PERFECT GIFT A SONG IN THE NIGHT 

*TWAS THE NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS REINDEER ON THE aed 

SANTA GOES TO TOWN (All-girl cast) A ROOM FOR A KIN 

HOME FOR CHRISTMAS THE MAN WHO STAYED AT HOME 
THE KING IS HERE PUPPY LOVE 

CHRISTMAS EVE LETTER THE CHRISTMAS BUG 
CHRISTMAS ae beoes EARLY THE MAN WHO FOUND THE KING 
NO ROOM AT THE IN CHRISTMAS SPIRIT 

DICKENS’ CHRISTMAS: CAROL ROOM FOR MARY 


A QUIET CHRISTMAS 
For Middle Grades 


ANGEL IN THE LOOKING GLASS THE FIRST CHRISTMAS TREE 
CHRISTMAS COMES TO HAMELIN SOFTY THE SNOW MAN 
THE WAY HAPPY CHRISTMAS TO ALL 


NINE CHEERS FOR CHRISTMAS T _ FRIDAY FOURSOME PACKS A BOX 
O LITTLE TOWN OF BETHLEHEM All-girl cast) 


THE CHRISTMAS UMBRELLA JINGL E BELLS 

THE BEST PART OF CHRISTMAS THE WAY TO THE INN 
TOUCHSTONE THE CHOSEN ONE 

THE CHRISTMAS RUNAWAYS THE BIRDS’ CHRISTMAS CAROL 
CHRISTMAS EVE NEWS SILENT NIGHT 


KEEPING CHRISTMAS? THE WOMAN WHO DIDN'T WANT 
WHAT, NO SANTA CLAUS CHRISTMAS 


For Lower Grades 


CHRISTMAS IN THE WOODS LITTLE CHIP'S CHRISTMAS TREE 
GRANNY GOODMAN'S CHRISTMAS THE WEEK BEFORE CHRISTMAS 
MRS. CLAUS’ CHRISTMAS PRESENT LITTLE CHRISTMAS GUEST 
EVERYWHERE CHRISTMAS THE LITTLE CHRISTMAS TREE 
THE SANTA CLAUS TWINS A WHITE CHRISTMAS 

LONG AGO IN BETHLEHEM THE CHILDREN OF CHOCOLATE 
STANDING UP FOR SANTA STREET 

CANDLES FOR CHRISTMAS THE CHRISTMAS CAKE 
CHRISTMAS IN OLD BOSTON DECEMBER GIFT 

THE NEW-OLD CHRISTMAS TWINK 


LE 
NORTH POLE CONFIDENTIAL THE LEGEND OF THE CHRISTMAS ROSE 


THE LITTLE FIR TREE 
Radio Plays 


WHICH OF THE NINE? 

THE COMING OF THE PRINCE 

VISION OF THE SILVER BELL 

A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

THE ELVES AND ro. | ns 

A MERRY CHRISTM 

THE GENERAL AND THE CHRISTMAS TREE 
THE LEFT-OVER REINDEER 


Any of these plays from past issues of our magazine, as well as those in the current 
issue, may be produced royalty-free by subscribers. Single copies of individual 
plays may be purchased by current subscribers only for 25c each (50c to non- 
subscribers). 


When ordering scripts, please give name under which subscription is listed. Other- 
wise regular price of 50c per copy will be charged. To eliminate bookkeeping, we 
suggest that payment accompany playbook orders, especially for small quantities. 


PLAYS INC. e 8ARLINGTON ST., BOSTON 16, MASS. 





